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‘CHAPTER | : 
Locale: Zurich. 


It wasn’t a very long flight from Rome to Zurich and 
I didn’t have to try very hard to get to know the blonde 
sitting across the aisle from me in the C-54. In fact I didn’t 
have to try at all; she got to know me. 

She was as obvious as Mansfield’s claim to. fame and 
that’s obvious even to a near-sighted octogenarian. ~ 

She was Franca Podesta, Italian. From the north of 
Italy, naturally, because she was blonde. And she was 
naturally blonde, too..I didn’t need contact lenses to see 
that. Fact is, I saw plenty of her with my eyes half closed; 
making like I was dozing but giving her the once-over. 

’ I gave her. the once-over more than once. She was as 
sleek as a new Cadillac, only:on her the custom-built body 
was more streamlined. She was wearing a coat of pink-and- 
white paint’ which I ‘guess she laughingly called a nylon 
dress. It made her look more undressed than” if shéd had 
been completely naked. None of the dozen or so passengers 
complained, least. of all Mrs. Dekker’s boy, Carl.‘ 

Like me, she had no passenger in the seat beside her. 
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She looked out the window at the cloudbunks nud the 
country below for a while and I had the Iden she was 
watching my reflection in the- glass. Then she opened her 
white handbag, and took 6ut a gold-chased cigarette case. 
I watched her through my ‘lashes take out a long cigarette 
and put it between her lips. 1 saw her glance obliquely in 
my direction and then start. hunting through the handbag. 

I knew what was coming. I lounged. there with my arms 
folded across my chest and waited. 

I didn’t have to wait long. She made a production out 
of ‘muttering something stacatto and softly in Italian and 
then snappéd the bag closed. The bearded Frenchman sit= 
ting with his fat wife in the. seat in front of her was smoking 
a. cigar, still holding his mother-of- -pearl lighter in his 
hand. But she. made out like she didri’t see it. 

She got up, holding the cigarette in her fingers now, 
and crossed: the aisle to sit down beside me, I stirred like I 
was ‘half-waking up. Then her. hand: touched, my arm and 
I, opened my. eyes, staring straight - up into her face. 

-She smiled with a set of dentures that must have sent 
her dentist bankrupt waiting for her. . 

“Scusi, signor,” she said ina voice as sweet and as liquid 
as fresh honey. She. held up the cigarette. “You have a 
light, please?” 

I managed to look surprised. and struggled to sit up fast. 
I got, my lighter out of my pocket and flicked it. For once 
it. worked first go: She held my hand lightly while she dipped 
the end of the cigarette into the flame. I imagined I felt 
her fingers give me a squéeze as she exhaled smoke and 
smiled her thanks. 

Then she opened the big handbag: again and took out: 
the cigarette case, offering it to me.I took it, stuck ‘a’ 
cigarette between my lips and then looked up at her as 
‘I lifted the case and flicked the lever on the lighter attached 
to the end. It worked first time and I lit up. A combination 
gold-chased cigarette case ‘and lighter, yet she made out 
she didn’t have a light, passed up the Frenchman who had 
his lighter in his hand, and came over to sit beside me and 
use my Zippo. 

I never have looked a gift-horse in the mouth. © 

She was flushing as I handed her back the case, smiling. 
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“Nice case,” I told -her. “Good action. on that lighter, 
too.” 

She ducked her head while she dropped the case. into 
the big handbag. When she looked up, her own smile had 
shrunk to one of the Francois Sagan type. 

“I am sorry, that was a foolish mistake,” she whispered, 
“offering you the case. I only wanted to be. polite, but I 
forgot about the lighter attached.” 

“It’s got. you sitting beside me, so why bother about it?” 
I said, still smiling. 

. Her own smile came back then, showing me the molars 
again. 

“I... was lonely,” she explained, here face still coloured 
up some, At this range I could smell her perfume. It was 
as subtle and tantalising as a Balinese love dance. I recog- 
- nised it as something called Siam, probably the latest 

creation of Schiaparelli‘or Dior. She was that kind of ‘doll, 
poised and expensive-looking: 1 figured the littie-girl hesi- 
tancy at explanations was strictly for my benefit. She went 
on, “This is the first time I have flown. Perhaps I was-a- 
little nervous. I saw you sitting alone and — well, all the 

‘other passengers seem to have companions. I thought per- 
haps we could talk. I would feel better if I couid talk to 
someone. 

“Talk away,” I told her real friendly. “T’'lt be glad to 
listen.” 

. “Tam Franca Podesta . .’ she let it hang;-so I figured 
it was my turn to throw my name in her lap. I wouldn't 
have minded going along with my name, either. 

“My mother called. me Carl Dekker. I.can’t tell you 
what my father called me. No one would like it.” 

She laughed at that, although it wasn’t much of a. 
crack. She was trying pretty hard to be impressed with me. 
I didn’t have to try where she was concerned. 

: “Thank you for the light, Carl, ” she smiled. Yeah, she 
was that obvious: First-names right off. “You are going all 
the way to Paris?” 

-I shook my head. “Switzerland’s as far as I go. Zurich.” 

Her face lit up like a birthday cake. “Why, that is where 
I, too, am going. What a wonderful coincidence.” ° 

“Yeah,” I said, in a voice as dry as an Alcoholics Anony- 
mous. annual dinner. “Coincidence.” 
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She didn’t seem to notice my sarcasm or else she decided 
to ignore it, 

“What. takes you to. Zurich, Carl? Work, play ...a 
‘woman?” 

“Right now, a C-54 belonging to Air France is taking 
me,” I quipped, stalling. 

‘She raised a laugh but her eyes told me she was begin- 
ning to consider me a creep. . 

. “Me, too,” she answered, still managing the smile. “But 
I meant what is your reason for flying to Zurich?” 

“Oh, that,” I said, playing it up. “Well, that’s simple 
enough..A friend. of mine is. there ‘gad he wants to see me, 
So. I’m _ going.”. 

“He must be a good friend for you to fly all that way 
just because he wants to see you. Flying is. expensive.” 

“But you meet a lot of interesting people — like beautiful 
blondés who ask too many questions.”. 

‘She gave me a deadpan for'a- moment and then lowered 
her eyes, managing to rake up a bit of deep colour to her 
cheeks. A lot of dolls I know would have given their eye 
teeth for her secret of blushing just when she wanted to. 

“Yes, perhaps I have been too personal, Carl. I am 
sorry. You see, I am Still a little nervous of airplanes and 
I sometimes do. not think what I am saying. I will talk of 
myself instead. I:am a reporter, or I was until yesterday. 
With International Press. I left because I am going to 
Zurich to get married.” 

She paused and gave me the big-blue- eyes treatment, 
so'I figured I should say something: 

“Congratulations. Some guys have all the luck ” 

That pleased her. “Or some women. Perhaps you know 
my fiancee, Ernst Hoffman. He is a German and has a 
juggling and acrobatic act. He has toured Europe many 
times. At present he and his partner are playing at the 
Bellerive Ballroom in Zurich.” 

I shook my head. “Sorry, Franca. I don’t seem to have 
heard of him. But I haven't been in Europe for a while. 
I’m a kind of globe-trotter. I get to lots of places.” 

“Ernst has only made what you Americans call the big 
time these past eighteen months. He has worked. for years 
to develop his act and he deserves his success. Ernst has 
never refused an engagement no matter how small, or even 
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if it was for charity without pay. He maintains it is all 
experience and experience and planning are the basis of 
perfection. He feels now that he has. perfected his act.” 

“What's he do in his act?” I asked, still being polite, but 
trying to get behind this dame’s front. Now, don’t take 
that the wrong way; I mean she had me intrigued. She’d 
gone out of her way to speak to me and I wasn’t kidding 
myself that even the powder-blue suit I’d bought in Rome 
‘a week azo made me look like Clark Gable with a Rocke- 
feller complex. There. was some reason for her probing and 
I wanted to know what it was. 

; Especially with Hank Cameron's. cable still fresh in my 
mind, summoning me to Zurich in the best cloak-and-dagger 
manner. But we'll get to that in a minute. 

She explained Ernst Hoffman’s act and I listened with 
only half an ear, but if I’d known what was going to happen 
in Zurich, maybe I’d have listened a hell of a lot closer. 
But we’ll get around to that later, too.. 

“Ernst has a professional partner,” Franca Podesta told 
me, some pride in her voice when she mentioned the boy- 
friend. “A Swedish girl named Marta Borg. They were both 
on the same bill in Copenhagen a few years ago and teamed 
up when Ernst realised that: their combined. acts would go 
over better than singly. As I said, there is acrobatics, the 
usual routines at first and then some -complicated 
manoeuvres Ernst has devised. I cannot describe them 
very well. But the climax is when they start juggling the 
Indian Clubs. You know?” I said I knew the Indian Clubs. 
“While they each keep four clubs in the air, Ernst gets 
down on to his knees in front of Marta and she climbs on to 
his shoulders and he stands up, still juggling, without missing 
a club or fumbling. And then instead of each juggling four 
clubs they run them into each other to make a stream of 
eight, Ernst juggling on the bottom, Marta standing balanced 
on his shoulders, at the top. It. is most effective: when the 
lights are out and with the coloured bulbs on the clubs.” 

I nodded. “Must be quite an act. Take a lot of doing, 
too. I’ll try and catch it at the Bellerive while I’m in Zurich. 
Your Ernst must have pretty. broad shoulders.” 

‘She smiled proudly, dug in. the handbag and brought 
out an eight-by-six glossy publicity print. Ernst had broad 
shoulders, all right. He was built like the Matterhorn after 
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a Charles Atlas course. He was blond, crewcut, with. the 
square head and blunt features of his race but not a bad- 
at Cannes and they’d need a riot squad to keep the dames 
looking guy. Dress him up in a tux or put him on the beach 
away from him. 

_ The doll on his shoulders, juggling clubs and smiling 
into. the camera, looking as relaxed as if she were lounging 
with. Not unless you were bent on suicide . 
out on him. Cloudet wasn’t the kind of guy to fool around 
in a saucer chair, was built like a female wrestler. Even in 
the print, I could see the taut “muscles im her legs and 
thighs, the biceps.on the thick arms. But she didn’t. look 
lumpy or deformed. She was statuesque, a kind of Esther 
Williams-cum-Sabrina. The spangled two-piece ‘she was 
wearing glittered in the photographer’s flash, but. not enough 
to blind anyone to her charms. She had long. flaxen hair 
under a spangled tiara - and a round face that was’ striking 
without being beautiful. 

I began to envy Ernst Hoffman and wondered if it was. 
difficult to learn to swing Indian Clubs. 

I gave her back the print. 

“He looks like a cross between Superman and Tarzan,” 
I told her. “He’s a very good looking guy.” 

She tucked the print. back into that heavy bag and 
smiled. 

“T think so. I first met him a year ago when he came 
to play the Rome circuit: I was still a reporter than and 
had the job of interviewing him. And Marta Borg, of course. 
But the male reporters soon monopolised her.” She gave 
a little shrug that caused a big movement. “We started 
seeing each other. The Rome engagement lasted six months. 
‘We became engaged but Ernst said we could not marry 
until he had a lot more money. He made a lot but also had 
a lot of expenses. He is his own business manager, you Know. 
I told him I would wait. You see, Ernst’s ambition is to make 
sufficient money to take him to America, where he hopes 
desperately for bookings at your Las Vegas in those fabulous 
night clubs. He believes his act would go well there and 
perhaps he would even get a break in films. Ernst’s ambition 
rises far above his present success, Carl. : 

“So he and Marta went on ‘to further bookings along the 
Riviera. and then to Paris and back to Rome for a short 
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season. He..told me then that the time -for our. maftriage. 
Was close. He went to Zurich six.weeks ago and.last week 
I had a.létter from him telling me to give up my job and 
to. come to Switzerland. We are to be married and_have. 
our honeymoon in the Tyrol and,. when Ernst’s engagement 
at.the Bellerive is completed, then we go to America ‘ 

I heard you speaking to. the hostess soon after the plane 
took off, Carl. I knew you were American when I heard -you 
speak and I wanted to talk with you and’so I made my 
clumsy and rather obvious attempt with the’ _cigarette- 
lighter. You forgive me?” | : . 

; Father- Confessor. Dekker “smiled benevolently_ ‘and 
nodded. ., 

“I feel happier now, more relaxed,” she sald and lookéd 
it. “Tell me about Las Vegas, Carl.. Is it. as fabulous as 
I have read? - Are the. Salaries . as immense. as the. papers 
report?” . 

' “T guess. so. t haven't been back ‘to. the “States ‘for a 
while. But it. was a pretty. hot. town a few eee ago, so I 
guess it's got even more of a ‘glow niow... ..Marta. Borg 
going along, too?” | 

She looked surprised at that question but nodded readily 
enough. “Of course, Carl. The act is no good without both 
her and Ernst: But tell me more of America, I want to hear 
it from an American, not these distorted. reports I. read in 
the papers.” 

So I. filled in an hour telling her about the ‘States as 
I’d last seen them..As the C-54 circled Zurich’s Dubendorf. 
Airport, waiting for the landing clearance, Franca told me. 

“And. you have not been near such wonders as you 
speak of for years, Carl?” 

, “Just a couple of years.” 

“That I’cannot understand. Why would a man wander. 
the face of the earth when hé- has everything he could wish. 
for.in bis own country?” 

: “Just a case of chronic itchy feet and ‘a nose for ad- 
venture,” I said. “We'll be lariding tn a few mirrutes. a 

“Yes. What job. is it that keeps you so much ofi the 
move, Carl?”.She was. making her last pitch to find eut 
something. about me before we touched down .and. possibly 
went our separate ways. I figured te better go a different 
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way to her now I’d seen Ernst’s picture. He looked like he 
could break me in two and use me for. bookends. 

“The job’s whatever I’m offered, wherever I am,” I 
answered her cryptically. and that thin shell of hardness 
came down like a curtain behind her eyes again. 

But she didn’t give up easy. 

“Your friend will be meeting you at. the airport?” 

“I don’t think so. He said he’d leave a message for me 
—probably to tell me where he’s booked me in.” 

' She looked disappointed. “You do not even know where 
you are staying then, Carl. I am booked in at the Bellerive.” 

“I might be staying with my friend if he has room,” I 
said, knowing from Hank's cable that would be the last thing 
that would happen. From his wording, he was making like 
Charlie Chan trying to solve the mystery of What the 
Butler Saw. “There’s the light to fasten safety belts. We're 
going down ... Here, let me fix your belt for you.” 

_ I had to lean pretty close to do it. Maybe it was the 
Siam, maybe the ’plan®é banked too sharply. Anyway, I 
founda my mouth pasted to hers and she wasn’t struggling, 
she was kissing back, breath rushing through her nostrils. 

Maybe she wanted a last fling before the gold band 
went on the. third finger, left hand, I thought, giving her 
the benefit of the doubt. 

Or maybe she was buttering me up to make a sucker 
out of me at some future date. 

Maybe I’m just a cynic, but somehow I liked that idea 
best. Just the same, I didn’t take my mouth away until the 
*plane lurched as it bumped on to the tarmac of Dubendorf. 


Hank Cameron had booked me in at the Hauptbahnhof, 
a ritzy joint overlooking the Limmat River and within a 
frog’s-leap of the street-cars and buses for downtown. 

It was late afternoon by the time I got my stuff 
cleared through Customs. picked up Hank’s message at the 
airline counter and rode a taxi into town. Just as I’d been. 
getting Hank’s note from the airline counter attendant, 
Franca had come up to say goodbye, 

At least, that was her story. But I was pretty certain 
she had managed a look at the note and knew I was staying 
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at. the Hauptbahnhof. Not that it mattered a ‘lot: I'd have 
told her, if she’d asked me‘'straight out. 

- She said she hoped we’d meet again in Zurich, inaybe 
when I caught Hoffmann’s act at the Bellerive. I said L 
hoped so, too, and she went off after the porter carrying. 
her luggage. She had only three small, lightweight suit- 
cases and I figured that wasn’t much for a doll who was 
going to be married and then travel to America... 

In my room, I tipped the bellboy, kicked the door. closed 
and read Hank’s message again. 

Room booked at Hauptbahnhof. Will contact you. ; 

That was all; no signature. It was even more mysterious 
than the telegram he’d sent me in Rome asking me.to come 
to Zurich. All that he said was, 

Confidential job for you. Need your particular talents. 
Imperative you come first ene Exercise discretion. Big fee. 
Message at airport. 

; Hank Cameron. 

_ How he’d know I was in Rome was something that had 
me beat just now but I figured he'd explain when I saw 
him. Hank. had been Europe’s top confidential enquiry 
agent a few years ago but a woman and a bottle had put 
the skids under him. I hadn’t heard of him in years, after 
giving him a stake one time in Athens. At that time he had. 
been typical Skid Row bait and hadn’t had a decent meal 
under his belt for a week. When he’q hit me for the hand- 
out, he’d been confident that he could beat the drink and 
get back on top again. I figured then he’d have a time of 
it. He’d made a fool of himself over a woman and messed 
up a case. You only do that once in my game. And Hank 
had had his quota. 

But that, mesage sounded like he was back in the game 
and I’d always had a lot of time for Hank. If he was making 
his comeback try, I was willing to help him. I needed some 
excitement, anyway, and Zurich sounded okay to me after: 
a. few weeks of wandering Rome with a succession of blondes 
and redheads, especially when one of. the redheads had 
begun stopping outside jewellery shops and looking dewy- 
eyed at wedding rings . 

I could use some dough, too. I wasn’t broke but I was 
beginning to bend a little and that promise of a “big ‘fee” 
was too good to pass. up. 
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So here I was, in my suite of rooms at the Hauptbahn- 
hof, waiting for Hank to call. The fact that he’d’ booked 
me in here showed the case, whatever. it was, had possi- 
bilities. Maybe Hank was climbing back up the ladder 
again. If he wasn’t, I’d have been booked into some dump 
down by. the Canal where. the Scotch they served was 
flavoured gasoline. 

Thinking of liquor made meé reach out for the Con- 
tinental “phone and ring room service for some Scotch. 
They didn’t have any just now but there would be some 
tonight and the guy on the other end could recémmend 
Landtwing Kirsch and “Malessert for a chaser. I settled for 
that, belted the- bottles a couple of times and then ran 
a tub. 

I soaked in the hot water up to my neck, ‘éaving the 
bathroom door open so I’d hear the ’phone ‘if it rang. I 
didn’t know how long it would-be before Hank contacted me, 
whether it would be by ’phone or in person. Somehow, I 
figured It would be by ‘phone. There was something about 
his messages that told me he didn’t want to be seen around 
with me in Zurich. I was glad I’d brought the Luger along 
and had managed to get it through Customs without de- 
claring it. 

I didn’t even know where Hank was in Zurich. He hadn’t 
left me any address and that was another pointer that he 
wanted this along cloak-and-dagger lines, 

No jangling *phones by ‘the time I’d figured I’d had 
enough of the tub. No knocks on the door by the time I 
was dressed and had a meal sent up. Nothing by the time 
I'd finished eating and the mobile tray had been wheeled 
out by a little, stoopeq guy who looked at the world through 
wire-framed,; half-moon glasses and even then managed to 
look perpetually surprised at what he saw... ™ 

The management thoughtfuly sent up the latest Satur- 
day Evening Post, Time and Life International. I settled 
down on the sofa with the magazines and got.as far as 
the seventh cartoon in the Post when the door almost 
shook off its hinges under hammering fists. Ae 

I dropped lightly down from the chandelier where I'd 
jumped at the first banging and crossed the carpets at a 
dog-trot before the door was smashed down sand the 
management tagged it on to my bill. 
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I opened it. and was.carried about ten feet back into 
the room by a ‘rushing body. I grabbed at it to keep my 
balance. It was soft and trembling and there were certain 
unmistakable features that told me I was fighting a woman 
and not a man. 

_No, I wasn’t fighting her, really. Her arms wére around 
my neck in a hold that would have made Chief Little Wolf 
throw in the towel. There was a whiff of exotic perfume 
and silky blonde hair getting in my facé. All this and 
enough tears to have me looking around the walls for a 
life-jacket. “ 

I managed. to struggle close enough to the door to 
kick it shut and then I trieq to break that stranglehold 
before it had me making reservations for a slab in the 
Zurich’ Morgue. I had a hell of a job but managed it eventu- 
ally and looked down at my unexpected clinging vine. - 

It was Franca Podesta, make-up smeared and run with 
tears, eyes wild, hairy in her face, taut body choking and 
trembling with uncontrollable sobbing. 

-I smacked her across the face as the sobs started to 
lift ‘towards hysteria. She. sucked in a sharp breath, put 
her hands up to her cheeks and looked at me through 
spread fingers with reddened eyes. . 

’ “What in the hell goes on?” I snapped. “What's wrong 
Franca?” 

_ She gave a little moan and sagged in against me, quieter 
this time, just. leaning against my chest. She sniffled and 
I waited. . 

Finally, she sobbed out, 

“It’s Ernst ... He’s dead. They think I did it!” 

‘Then she spread out on her face at my feet. 


. 
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After I got her to the sofa and brought her around 
by slapping a wet towel across her face, it took me a while 
to get any more sense out of her. I made her swallow some 
Kirsch and gave her a cigarette. She didn’t have ‘the big 
handbag with her but was still wearing the pink-and-white 
outfit she’d worn on the C-54. I had figured it had been a 
bit strange Hoffmann not meeting her at the airport but 
I hadn’t given it much thought. , 

Now it seemed like he’d had the best: of reasons for not 
being there. He’d been taking out a licence for a harp and 
a pair of wings. . 

Eventually I got the story out of her and it looked Jike 
Hoffmann had been alive at the time the ’plane landed, 
after all. , , : 

Franca Podesta went straight from the airport to the 
Bellerive, where she was booked in, Then she took a taxi 
around to -Hoffmann’s apartment on Langstrasse, which 
wasn’t more thah a few blocks from the Hauptbahnhof. 
She’d. been a bit worried, too, when Hoffmann didn’t show 
up at Dubendorf. 
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There was no answer to her’knock and she tried the 
-door knob. Inside, she found Hoffmann lying dead in the 
middle of his ‘carpet, shot five times through the chest. 
Gunsmoke was hanging in the air and he was still bleeding, 
so it obviously hadn’t happened ‘long before she showed up. 


The room looked like it had been used for a launching 
pad at Cape Canaveral,.books strewn about, sofa slashed 
open,.carpet ripped up around the edges, suitcases torn 
apart. The mattress had been nothing more than a lot 
of springs poking out of slashed cotton wadding; the foam- 
rubber pillows were-also ripped to pieces. 

In short, someone had given the room a thorough going- 
over searching for something. 

Franca had gotten out of there fast, ran past an old 
crone in the lobby, and raced out on to the street. She was 
near-hysterical, didn’t- know what to do and just kept 
running through the early evening until she’d come to 
the Hauptbahnhof. Then she recalled I was staying there— 
she didn’t say how she knew that, but I figured I'd been right 
in guessing that she’d seen Hank’s note out at the air ter- 
minal — and-came charging in. She said I. was the only 
other person she knew in Zurich and she didn’t know where 
else to go for help. 

“You could have tried calling the police, ” T told her 
when she had finished.her story. Ne 

She was as white as the snow capping the Zurichhorn 
I could see through my window. Her eyes were moist, 
reddened: caverns in her face and her fingers dug marks 
into my wrist as she shook her head swiftly. 

“No, no, I could not do that, Carl!” she whispered 
huskily, scared as a parson’s daughter telling her father 
she’s just taken a job'in a burlesque troupe. “They will 
think I did it! I was seen by that old crone, leaving.” 

“So what? He was already dead when you got there. 
What would be your motive? You were going to marry him.” 

She started hard into my face for a moment and then 
dropped her eyes..I saw her white teeth chew at her bottom 
lip and then she said, so low I had to bend my ear close to 
her mouth to hear it. 

“I——I lied to you on the ’plane, Carl.” 
She looked at me through her lashes and I frowned: / 
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“About what?” 

“About Ernst——and . me. I ee to you. Oh, it wasn’t 
all lies. We were engaged, all right, had been for a year and 
I saw that: Ernst’s act got all the publicity I could manage 
in my paper. But he didn’t write to me from Zurich to 
ask me to come here and marry him. He wrote me telling 
me he was ‘going to marry Marta Borg and there was nothing 
between us any longer.” . 

Oh-oh, I’ thought. This is not, so good. The cops would 
haye a motive without even straining themselves. Jealousy, 
and the Swiss aren’t exactly like the ‘French dn their oui- 
look on the crime passionale.” 

' “Go ony” I-toid her. : 

She dragged down a deep breath first. 

"T_T. e¢ame ‘here of my own: accord, “pooked’a room 
at’ the Bellerive through’ a Rome agency. Ernst did not 
know I was coming. I-loved him, Cari. I’ came,-to see if 
I could get him back from Marta. Really, 1 fad’ suspected 
there was something between them: when Ernst’s letters 
became fewer and fewer." . There is. your. motive. Or at 
least the police will look at it that way. And, also, there. is 
worse to come. Ernst was killed with my gun.” | 

I played ‘Tarzan. on the chandelier again at that.- 

“Your gun,” I said stupidly. “How do you know that?” 

It was there on the*carpet near him... smoke was 
Still curling from the barrel. It is a small Beretta, I have 
had it for years. An old admirer gave it to me one time. a 
Man who collects guns, and he had my name engraved..on 
it. Ernst saw.-it one time at my apartment in Rome and the 
said he did not like me saree a firearm around the place 
and ‘took it-away with him’... It was there on the carpet 
beside his body, Carl!” ; 

: She was getting hysterical again now and I grabbed 
her shoulders and shook her. 

“Take it easy now. Don’t go off the ‘deep and again. 
‘We’ve got to stay calm and figure this.” 

“You will help me then, Carl?” she pleaded, desperate, 
and ‘looking very vuinerable with the tear stains on. nee 
face. 

I told eee I was a sucker for getting mixed in this 
and. that I was sticking © my neck out towards a noose, but 
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she was a blonde and beautiful and in trouble and I’m 
always a sucker for good-looking dolls in trouble. 

I sighed, nodding. “Yeah — I'll help you, Franca. I'll 
do whatever Ican ... You didn’t touch the gun? You left 
it there on the. carpet?” : 

She swallowed and said softly, “I left it on the carpet, 
Carl, but I also picked it up when I saw it. It was the shock, 
you understand? Seeing it there with the smoke curling 
from the barrel and Ernst lying dead—I—” 

“Oh, baby, this is bad,” I cut in, cursing to myself. 
“You're putting yourself right up on the gallows. Did you 
leave anything else there that could pont to your” 

“No, I don’t think so —— ” 

“What about your handbag? Did you have that with 
you when you went to the apartment?”: 

Her breath hissed between teeth suddenly and her eyes 
widened. She nodded dumbly. 

“I — I must have dropped it.” 

I clapped a hand to my forehead. She could be lying, 
of course, but I had no reason to think she was. She could 
be taking me for a sucker, getting me to help her after 
knocking off Hoffmann but those tears and hysterics were 
for rea] and something told me she was on the level. 

“Okay, I’ve got that much, ” I said finally. “Was there 
any chance of that old woman you passed knowing. Ernst 
was dead?” 

“I — I don’t think. so. I think I closed the door after 
me. ” 

“Good. Then there’s a chance no one heard the shots 
and the cops haven’t been called. If they had, they’d have 
been there before you could get out of, the apartment. If 
we can get.your. handbag and that gun ‘out of there, yowl 
be all right.” 

“No Carl! That is too dangerous!” 

“It’s more dangerous to leave them there . .. Looks 
like I'l] have to go around and get them. I'll call the cops 
anonymously once I’m out on the street again with -that 
bag and gun.” 

A brief hope flared in her eyes and she hugged me hard 
enough to make the breath bark out of me like a dog with 
asthma. 
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“Carl, you would do this. for me? You would take such 
a risk to help me? Someone you hardly know?” 


“Yeah,” I said a little bitterly. “Old Soft-Touch Dekker, 
they call me — Look I’m expecting a call from a friend 
of mine. You'll have to stay here, anyway. It’s just possible 
the cops have been called already and if so that old crone 
would have given them your description and they’ll be look- 
ing for you. There won’t be much I can do then except 
maybe hide you out for a while until Ican do some work on 
this and maybe find out. who did pump those bullets into 
Hoffmann, If my friend calls, just ask him to leave a number 
I can call back. Don’t tell anyone over the phone. who you 
are or where I’ve gone. And don’t open the door to anyone 
but me. Pll call my name when I Knock.” 


She was crying again and threw her arms around my 
neck and Kissed me. So I was a. sucker, but I’ve never 
been able to refuse a challenge when all the breaks are 
loaded against me. Five slugs in the chest sounded at first 
like someone in a blind-red anger had let him have it. But 
when you got around to thinking how that apartment had 
been wrecked and searched, that ruled the anger angle 
out. It looked like it was planned, getting rid of Hoffmann 
first and then tearing into his apartment looking for some- 
thing the killer obviously figured was hidden there. 


Then again, Ernst Hoffmann had been a hefty guy 
and maybe it took five slugs to stop him. Maybe I’d get a 
better idea of things when I got to Langstrasse and had 
a look around — if I had time for a look around before the 
cops started breathing down my neck. . 


_ I slipped on a jacket, the Luger and harness, and a 
trench coat. I pulled a snapbrim down over my eyes in the 
best Bogart manner and told Franca to sit tight. 

She sat stiffly on the sofa now, tearing at her handker- 
chief with her fingers and watched me head for the door. 


I went out and started for one-four-four Langstrasse. 


_There were no cops hanging around the place when I 
got there and strolled down the opposite side of the street. It 
was an apartment building with stone gargoyles all over the 
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front of its seven stories: Lights shone on every floor and 
I stopped to light. a cigarette before crossing the street, 
looking along the line of parked cars for anything that 
remotely resembled a cops’ car. 

All clear. 


_ 80 I turned up the high collar of the trenchcoat, pulled 
the snapbrim a little lower and dodged through the traffic 
to the glass entrance. I looked up the name index and found 
Goce. Hoffmann had apartment twenty-one ‘on the second 

gor, 

: I saw a bank of. elevators across the lobby and the 
doors of. one opened and a man and .a woman came out. I 
Saw a uniformed operator inside, looking around hopefuly 
for customers, then the light glowed on the “up” signal and 
hie closed the doors and the elevator elevated. 

_ So it looked like the stairs for me. I didn’t want any 
operators remembering I’d been here. The lobby was de- 
serted except for a couple of people reading magazines and 
the dozing desk clerk. I went for the stairs with my hand 
in front of my face, puffing up a smoke-screen with my 
cigarette. I got as far as the first landing without bumpirg 
into anyone. For a moment I thought I’d come face-to-face 
with one of the gargoyles from the building’s facade but it 
was only a sharp-nosed old crone with a mop and- -bucket 
in her hands. 


I wondered if it was the same one Franca had seen. 
The old biddy stood right in my path and. made me go 
around her, mutting something in German that sounded 
like a slur on my parents. But she got a good look at me 
before I got around her — not my face, maybe, because I 
‘kept my hand in front of it, but she’d be able to give a 
damn’ good. description of my. size and clothes. 


I almost ran the rest of the way to twenty-one. 


The door was locked and I guessed. it had clicked when 
Franca had swung it to on her way out, My pocketknife and 
the thick strip of plastic from the picture compartment in 
my wallet soon opened it. 


I was sweating a deluge by the time Iwas inside and 
leaning back against the door, closing it. 


The room looked even worse than Franca had described 
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it. It looked like someone had turned a bulldozer loose and 
then run amok with a double-bladed .axe. Whoever it was 
had sure made a thorough job of it. 


They’d made a thorough job of Ernst. Hoffmann, too. 
Five in the chest, just like Franca had said. He looked older 
than in that photograph she’d shown me and his beautiful, 
torso looked like the output of a hamburger machine.. The 
gun was lying a couple of feet from him. 


I picked it up'in my handkerchief, a Beretta 5 mm with 
Franca’s name engraved along the slide in fancy lettering. 
There were smears on the butt and barrel and trigger- 
guard that probably were fingerprints. I dropped it into 
my. pocket, still wrapped in my handkerchief. 


Then I looked around for the handbag. I couldn’t see 
it. I felt goose-pimples rise on my neck and started kicking 
some of the mess around, thinking it: might be under- 
neath. No luck. 


I was ready for a :strait jacket in the neuro-ward 
of the Zurich Hospital when it was obvious the. bag wasn’t 
in.the room. I sprinted across the carpet toward, another. 
part-open door. The bathroom. But no bag. Then I tried 
the bedroom. and was ready to drop to my knees and offer 
thanks. when-I saw it lying half-under the wrecked bed. I 
grabbed it up and opened it, going through it fast. The 
cigarette case was there and the usual junk that dames 
carry around with them. There was a yellowish stain, still 
a little moist on the lining. I hurriedly looked under the 
bed but nothing seemed to have fallen out. All that look 
got me was an attack of hayfever from the dust there. 


I glanced at my watch. I’d been in here only about 
five minutes but it felt like five days. I had to beat it before 
the cops showed. They could be on their way here right 
now for all I know. 


Then suddenly I knew just how a deep-frozen cod feels. 


I heard the rise and fal] of a klaxon blaring not too 
far away. In case you don’t know, Continental cops use a 
klaxon instead of a siren on their cars. 

I dived for the window, which looked out over the front 
of the building on to Langstrasse. Two black cars were racing 
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down the street and’ heading aueient for the apartment 
building. 

I didn’t need a crystal ball to know they were cops and 
that their: destination would be piieicaar’ Twenty-one, 
Right where I was standing now . 


I dived back into the iiving-reom and shot the bolt 
across the front door. I' glanced down at Hoffmann and 
Knew he wouldn't give me away at any rate. I grabbed up 
a ripped cushion cover and wiped over everything I could 
remember touching in the apartment. Then I charged into 
the bathroom, threw up the window over the washbasin 
and hoped like hell there was. 4 fire-escape ‘there. 


The ‘Dekker luck was in. I climbed out fast, the big 
handbag slung over my shoulder by the strap. As I turned 
to close the window again I could hear heavy. fists thumping 
on the door in the other. oom. a 


I went. down that fire-escape quicker than. an alcoholic’ 3 
first-drink-of-the-day. goes down his throat.. 


In’ the dark alley below, I was breathing like I’d just 
outdistanced Herb Elliott over.the mile. I kmew the cops 
would seal off this alley pretty. quick once they smashed 
in that deor upstairs and found: it had been bolted from 
the inside. ‘ 

_ I started towards ‘the lights of Langstrasse and at the 
same time I heard the bathroom window up above slide 
up and a harsh voice yell at me in German. 


I neyer was much of a linguist and I didn’t stop to 
translate. I started running. The guy up above started 
shooting. Two shots and the slugs ripped plaster and brick- 
dust from the wall just ahead of me. It was like a shot of 
adrenalin in the arm. I crashed the sound-barrier mak- 
ing for the alley mouth where it opened out on to the 
Street. I knew they would have left at least one guy with 
the cars and those shots would bring eis to the alley 
fast. 

I figured I might just make it tefore: he got there. I 
.was wrong. He turned into the alley, charging like a berserk 
rhino, just as I turned out. The breath slammed from me 
and I saw his shiny helmet spin off and clatter to the pave- 
ment. There was another clatter, too, and I figured that was 
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his gun. He was a beefy guy and knew his business. He 
wrapped his arms round my legs as I dived for the panener 
and tried to get up. — , 

_ _Lwent down again and swung the heavy bag at his face. 
It slammed him hard and_he grunted but he held on tighter 
than a creditor to a bankrupt. There was only one thing 
for it. I let him have a hard elbow between the eyes. He 
went out like a light and I dragged my legs from under 
him, grabbed my hat and, still holding the handbag, ‘got 
out on to Langstrasse and ran down the block. There was 
a shout behind me and people waiting for buses stared and 
edged away. 

I didn’t take time to look back. I. pelted all hell out 
down that block and dived for the nearest: side street, The 
lights were fewer here and I kept to the dark side, cut 
through a laneway and ran. smack into a cul-de-sac. I 
picked myself up, dazed, hooked -the bag over my shoulder 
and jumped for the top of the wall. My fingers hooked 
on the top and I pulled myself up, then dropped into dark- 
ness. 

It was someone’s flagged courtyard and I could see 
lights in the building above me. I kept to the dark patches 
and found a delivery alley running through to the front of 
the building. I went down it, tripping over an ashcan and 
making some guy throw up his window, yell murderously, 
and start heaving old boots. One clipped me on the ear 
as I crouched and then, still swearing about alley cats, the 
guy slammed down the window and I groped the rest of 
the way to the main street in front of the building. 
‘There was a blue-and-white enamelled sign riveted to 
the wall of the building. I was in Badenerstrasse, fortunately 
a street I knéw. I brushed the dust and potato. peelings 
from my trousers, held the handbag under my arm: as 
much like a briefcase as possible and walked out casually, 
eyes darting around for cops. There weren’t any right now, 
but I knew-it would only be a few minutes before the whole 
area would be crawling with prowl cars and foot patrols.’ 

I had to be back at the Hauptbahnhof by then. 

I was lucky again. I found a taxi. He was heading the 
wrong way but I didn’t argue when he took me the long 
way round. I had him drop me in the Street: behind the 
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hotel, a half block from the servicé entrance, I paid him, 
“waited until he turned out.of the street, and then walked 
down to the hotel service entrance, slipped in through 
-the kitchen, startling the COOKS, ‘and walked through to 
the: stairs. 

I Jost no time in getting up to the apartment door. I used 
my key, slipped inside and started to let out a long breath 
of relief when something smashea down. on to my head 
and I gnawed a hole in the carpet. with my front teeth . 

I came out of it slowly and: dizzily and stared up into 
a scared white face. Soft hands were mopping my forehead 
with “a wet towel and I blinked. into- focus and saw it was 
Franca Podesta bending over me and I was lying full length 
on the carpet in my living room.. 


‘She leaned towards me again, lips parted, eyes worried, 
‘and I looked at the sagging neckline of the pink- -and-white 
‘frock and closed my eyes. That’s how bad I was feeling. 

“Carl... Cara mio!” she whispered. “Please, you are 
all right? Please, Carl, say something!” 

“Who hit me?” I murmured, putting a hand up and 
‘feeling tenderly at the back of my skull. There was a lump 
there but the skin didn’t seem to be broken. I pucesed my 
‘hat had stopped some of the blow. 

Franca looked uncomfortable and stroked my temples 
with long, gentle fingers and whispered, — 

“I hit you, Carl... I thought it was someone breaking 
in. You told me you. would. call your name before entering 
and when I heard the key turn in the lock and saw the door 

opening, I was afraid and stood behind it and. hit you. Only 
‘I didn’t know it was you. I thought . 
“You hit me?” I echoed: “What ‘the hell did you use? 
The sofa?” - 

en she answered quite seriously and looking worried. 
“A vase... It is smashed. I Suppose you Will. have to pay 
for it.” 

I grinned at her. I couldn’t help it, despite the mules 
kicking at. my skull. She looked. pretty comical the way she 
said it and she sure was worried about me. After a while, 

_She helped me over to the sofa and I dropped: into it and 
‘let her pour me some Kirsch. I drank it, 
“What happened, Carl?” she asked suddenly. “I see you 
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have my handbag . .. Did you get the gun? Your coat is 
all dirt and———_.” : ; 

“Yeah, yeah. Just hold up a second and I’ll tell you what 
happened. I’ve been shot at, brought down by a flying 
tackle, taken a header over an ashcan, been pelted with 
old shoes and when I walk into my.own apartment where I 
figure I’m safe, I get slugged with a vase by a blonde I’m 
trying to help and you ask me what happened!” 

She chewed at her lips again. “I——-I said I am sorry, 
Carl.” 

_ “Sure, baby,” I said, suddenly, squeezing her hand. “You 
did right, I guess. I was in such a hurry to get inside I 
forgot about letting. you know it was me coming through the 
door.” 

Then I told her what had happened along Langstrasse 
and showed her the gun. She wanted to take it but I pulled 
it back out of reach and wrapped it around with my hand- 
kerchief again. - 

“Uh-huh .. ~- No touch, baby. I’m in enough . trouble 
now, if ever the cops catch up with me, without destroying 
evidence as well.” 

“But my fingerprints, Carl!” she protested venty: 

“l’ wipe them off, I might wipe others off, too ... . The 
killer’s. Can’t do it, Franca. That gun will have to stay just 
like it is until we can get. our hands on the real killer. Then 
we can hand them both over to the ¢ops together.” 

She didn’ t look pleased but finally. I ‘made her see it my’ 
way. 

I locked the gun away in a bureau drawer and. pocketed 
the key. I knew we were both in trouble. The old crone 
would be able to give the cops a good description of Franca 
and me, too. We’d both have to lie low, but at least the old 
dame hadn’t got a look at my face like she had at the 
blonde’s. 

Franca would be the one I’q have to keep out of sight. 
It would probably be okay for me to move about and meet. 
Hank. 

“I thought of something suddenly and swung to Franca. 

“Any ‘phone calls for me?” 

“No, nothing, Carl. No one disturbed me.” 
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I nodded, frowning a little. Maybe Hank would contact 
me tomorrow. I was beat and stood up, yawning. 

: ‘Tl sleep right here on the sofa, Franca. You take the 
ed, ” 

“No, Carl, I cannot put you to all that trouble. You have 
already ‘risked a great deal for me... .” 

“I’m in; this now whether I want ‘to be or not, Fidnca: 
and. you'll have to lie low for a while, more so than me. 
You'll be able. to stay here okay. I can square the staff to 
bring extra meals without letting everyone know about. it. 
Right now i’m bushed. I’ll just get'a couple of blankets and 
then you can have the bedroom all to yourself. a 

She smiled and stood up, too, stepping in front of me 
and toying with my lapels. She planted a nuclear kiss or 
my mouth that had my adrenalin glands sitting up and 
begging for more, 

All of a sudden the throbbing in my head. stopped. and I 
didn’t feel so. bushed any more. 

~ I broke. away long enough to shoot the bolt on the door 
and switch off the lights. Then I groped my way unerringly 
across the room to Franca. She was waiting for me with 
open arms. 


ft 
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Next. morning’ I ordered a breakfast. that -would’ve 
stopped Humphrey Pennyworth after a month of solitary 
in San Quentin: The guys whe wheeled in the tray looked 
at me in a mixture of awe. and admiration as “they un- 
covered the steaming dishes .for my approval. 

. 1-tipped them and showed them the door. They. backed 

out,. wide-eyed, shaking their heads slowly. It would, be all 
round the kitchen in a couple of minutes that the guy in 
one-nine-three had-an appetite that a fullegrown warthog 
might envy. 
_» I opened the bedroom door and motioned ‘for Franca 
to come out now. She looked fresh and gay in her candy 
outfit and ‘her blonde hair was still damp from: the shower, 
She seemed a lot happier this morning, but there was a 
sadness lurking in her eyes. and: the smiles she raked up 
for me were.a trifle forced. 

‘T’d done my best to help her forget Hoffman - was, dead 
and. the spot she was in. 

“Carl!” she exclaimed when she saw. the tray bending 
atthe seams, “You have ordered enough for a. panies 
Surely the staff here will be suspicious?” 
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“They gave me a kind of leer on the way out,” I ad- 
mitted, holding a chair for her and, when she was seated, 
taking a seat across the small glass table from her. “But I 
tipped them pretty heavy. They won’t make any trouble . 
The morning paper’s there, too. You read German? I can 
stumble through but I have to spell everything out.” 


She picked up the paper before she started on the 
grapefruit and I saw her eyes scan swiftly down the front 
page. She went as white as the whipped cream floating on 
the Viennese coffee and suddenly my own appetite was 
spoiled like I’d just burst an ulcer. ~ 


“The headlines are about Russia’s latest attempt to put 
a rocket on the moon,” she said slowly. “But, here on the 
front page, in a three-column spread, is what we are 
interested. in. It tells of Ernst’s death and writes something of 
his prowess as a juggler and acrobat. There is an interview 
with Marta Borg, too, and it says she collapsed at the news. 
Also, the police are searching for me. It gives my description 
and it is suspected I arrived from Italy yesterday afternoon 

. That means they know who I am, Carl. Marta’ probably 
recognised me from that old crone’s description. It does. not 
say they suspect me but the police wish to question me and 
are asking me in the paper to come forward. 


“They also wish to interview a.man in a trencheoat who 
was in Ernst Hoffmann’s apartment just before the police 
arrived and who assaulted a policeman during his escape.’ ” 


“Great,” I snarled. “Me... I can be thankful no one 
got a look~at my face. That old cleaner woman must have 
seen me pick the lock on Hoffmann’s‘ door and called the 
cops. Well, I guess I won’t be wearing that trenchcoat of 
mine around Zurich for a while. I’ll probably have to have 
my neck in a plaster cast from looking behind me every- 
where I go. There’s nothing like a guilty conscience to give 
youa crick in the neck.” : 

She was looking worried now and pushed the grapefruit 
aside. She réached out for the oie and I saw her hand was 
trembling a little. 


“What are we going to do, Carl?” she whispered. 


T started to eat, figuring I might as well be hunted Gown 
6n a full belly as an empty one. 


1 
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“Well, ‘it’s pretty simple, Franca. You'll have to stay here. 
You daren’ t move around now that they suspect your true 
identity and they know what clothes you're wearing. Maybe 
Ican get you something else later, but for now you’re stuck 
in this apartment . . . I’ve got this friend of mine to see and 
maybe he can help us. From what I gather, he’s: been in 
Zurich for some time and he might be able to hide you out 
better than I can. He’s got a job for me and I’ve ‘promised. 
that I’ll help him with it. IL. don’t know what it is but Pil have 
to find time to do some work on Ernst’s death, too.” 

She frowned deeply. “How do you mead, Carl?” 

“Well, it’s pretty obvious: that. the cops figure you. or me 
knocked Hoffmann off. ‘They're not going to believe our 
stories if we go°to-them. Fil be on the rack for slugging that 
cop-ih the alley; anyway. All we ‘can do’is try and find out 
who. really did kill Hoffman and Hand the ‘murderer: to the 
eops on a plate.” 

‘; +She.looked- ‘startled but. said steadily enough; . 
- “That will not be oe Carl: Ernst: has been in’ Zurich 
almost two months’. He ule have met: a lot of people: in 
that:time.” — 
i” “Suze he’could,” I agreed. “And we'll have to find out 
who they are and if any ‘of them are his enemies. He didn’t 
hhave any enemies who Hated him enough to kill him ‘that 
you. know of?” 

“T—__don’t think s0;” ae said slowly, thoughtfully. 
“Ernst was big and handsome and perhaps.a little of a 
ladies’,man, but I do not think he made enemies. easily. He 
was a friendly man and was very co-operative with the press 
wherever he. went.” 

oe “Yeah, but that would be to his own advantage. A lot 

of big-names in show biz are like that, co-operative and 
friendly’ where any publicity is concerned. But in their 
private lives théy spend a-rainy afternoon pulling legs off 
flies. If Ernst liked the dames, you don’t think he crossed a 
jealous husband?” 

She didn’t like that and gave me a look that. would have 
knocked a chunk out of an atom-proof shelter. 

“After-we became engaged,” she said slowly and distinct- 
ly;. drilling me with that pneumatic stare, “Ernst never 
looked at another woman.” + : 
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She flared up and tossed her coffee at my face. I ducked 
just in time and the scalding black liquid sprayed across 
the back of my chair. I grabbed her wrists as she snatched 
at the grapefruit knife. I don’t know much Italian but I 
knew enough to figure out that what she called me dumped 
me among the crawly things that live in the slime of a 
gutter. 


I guess there was a lot of grief mixed with her anger, 
but her eyes were blazing crazily and I twisted the knife out 
of her hand and slapped her hard across the face, shaking 
her until the sobbing stopped. - 


She sank down into a chair and. covered her face. with 
her hands. I stood over her, my jugular still twitching as 
felt the keen edge of the knife blade. 


“Okay ... You’ve got that out of your system. So you 
still carry a toreh for Hoffmann, but you’ve got to face it, 
baby. He ditched you for Marta Borg. He travelled all over 
Europe after he got engaged to you. He could have played 
the field before he settled for Marta. And somewhere along 
the way, he stepped on someone’s toes and made them mad 
enough to kill him. And maybe you've made a sucker out of 
me all down the line. Maybe it was you who killed him.” 


She jerked her face up and stared at me with a twisted 
hurt in her eyes, slowly shaking her ‘head from side to side.. 


“No, ” she breathed, tears starting to her eyes. “No, Carl. 
I loved Ernst. I would not kill him. If I wanted to kill anyone 
I would kill that Swedish witch who took him from me!” 


From the way her mouth twisted up I figured she was on 
the level there. Jt would be a woman’s way, too, blaming the 
other doll invoived and thinking by. wiping her out she 
would get her man back. Yeah, that-would be the way Franca 
Podesta would have done it. 

But there was the other angle that if she couldn’t have 
Ernst then no one else would have him. Jealousy worked that 
way with some women, too. I didn’t know her: well enough 
yet to figure justhow it affected her, but I'd get to know her 
that well before this was over... 


If I managed to stay out of a Swiss jail. 


. Page Twenty-nine 


THE TEARFUL TIGRESS: 


I picked up my chair and sat down. again: to finish my 
breakfast. I was half-way through a piece of toast when the 
*phone rang and the blonde. didn’t. jump more than a couple 
of feet. 

“Tl get it,” I told her and crossed the carpet and picked. 
up the receiver. “Carl Dekker,” I said into the mouthpiece. - 


“Don’t mention names, just listen, * @ man’s voice told 
me and although I hadn’t heard Hank Cameron’s voice for 
years I recognised him. “There’s a beer garden on the banks 
of the river not far from ‘the Hauptbahnhof. It’s called the 
Weissengarten. Be there at eleven. There’s a group of tables 
under lilac trees on the river banks. Take one:and order 
Perned, You'll be-met. Can you:tell me what you'll be wear- 
ing?” 

“Sure. A light. blue suit. You pong to meet ‘me ‘your- 
self?” < 

But I was ‘talking ‘to a dead becaiver I hung up, shrug- 
ging. Hank was building. more mystery about him than the 
Russian Secret Police could work up in a year. I glanced at 
my strapwatch, Ten after ten.. 


“Who was “ite” asked Franca tightly, wiping her eyes 
now, cheek reddéned:a little where I’d slapped. her. y 


“My friend: I’ve: got to meet. him at eleven. You better 
stay in the bedroom and lock the door. There’re some maga- 
zines you can look at and don’t answer the door or the 
*phone or let anyone in. If you hear a key in the lock this 
time it’ll be me, so don’t go wrecking any more vases over 
my head.” aa 

She smiled slightly and asked, 

“How does your head feel this morning, Carl?” 


_ “About it’s usual degree of numbness. Lucky I had. my 
hat on or maybe you’d have another corpse to explain away.” 
That wiped the smile off her’face and she looked sud- 
denly worried. 7 
“Carl, I am_sorry, Cara mio I was in a near-panic 
My nerves Were still jangling from “having found Ernst. like 
that.” - 
“Sure. Forget it. It’s okay now. You better go to the 
bedroom. Room service’ll be along in a minute to take away 


Page Thirty ae / ee 





THE TEARFUL TIGRESS 


these breakfast things. Pll go have a shower and shave and 
get dressed to méet my friend.” 


“What is this mysterious ‘friend's name, - Carl?” she 
asked, “You never speak of him by name, only as ‘my 
friend’.” 


I gave her a hard look but she held my gaze. Still looking 
steadily into her eyes, I said. . 


“His name’s Hank Cameron.” _ 
“Oh. I was beginning to wonder if he-had a name at 
al.” : i ” as 
The name hadn't meant anything to her, I was. pretty 
sure of that. l’d been watching closely for some reaction 
when I’d told her, still not satisfied about her explanation 
for getting to know me on the C-54. Maybe I’m just naturally 
suspicious. I told myself and headed for the shower. 


A’ half hour later I was ready to leave for the Weissen- 
garten and the breakfast things had been taken away by 
room ‘service. Franca was sprawled across thé bed on: cher 
face, Life International spread out in front:of her. 


“Remember what I said, Franca,” I told her finally. 
“Stay in here and lock the door when I go. Maybe you better 
lock the front door, too, and be on the safe side. I’ll knock 
four times when I get back so you’ll know who it is. Three 
Short, one long. And don’t. answer that ‘phone under any 
circumstances. OKay?” 


She sat up smiling. “Okay, Carl. I am LSOrFY for attack- 
ing you before. You will forgive me?” 


I Kissed her to show she was forgiven. Then I left the 
apartment, went down to the street and started to walk to- 
wards the Limmat River, glinting like a stripper’s G-string 
in, the bright sun. A steamer crawled across, the mirror of 
the Zurichzee and a train moved out along the Eisenbahn, 
across the bridge, and slid into the Dielsdort tunnel like 
a snake into a hole. E 


The Weissengarte® was an open-air joint with beer- 
maids in Swiss national dress, old plank tables and forms, 
the air sweet with flowering. honeysuckle vines and lilacs. 
I went out.into the back garden down by the river and saw 
a round, scrubbed-pine table with wooden chairs for two 
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under one of the trees. There weren’t a let of customers at 
this time in the morning and it was peaceful and quiet there. 
Even the.clang of the streetcars dnd buses was muted. I 
ordered a. Perned from a: buxom maid and she gave me a 
smile when she brought it. Her mouth was as red as the 
Russian flag and built strictly for three-decker sandwiches. 


I nodded and gave her the money, waving away the 
ehange. She gave. me a litle curtey and said. 

“Danke schon. “ 

“Bitte schon,” I told her ana she went away hapeue I 
poured the iced water into the Pernod and watched it. £o 
milky. I sipped it and lounged back with my foot up on the 
other. chair and watched the river flow sluggishly by. 

_It was restful and kind of dreamy there, ‘with the heady 
scent of the flowers, the quietress, a hum ot @ bee arid the 
picture-postcard view of the Zurichhorn reflected in the 
lake, the dark green of the wooded Dolder to the east... I 
guess I dozed a jittle but I was brought wide awake by some- 
one tugging at the chair I rested my foot on. I sat up with 
a start and looked up. 

I stood up fast, spilling a little Pernod over myehands but 
hardly noticing. But I sure noticed the brunette standing in 
front of my table. She wasn’t very tall but there were a hell 
of a lot of.mouth-watering curves packed into her short 
stature. She was wearing pale green banlon and the way 
she was built part of that banlon was a lot closer to me 
than the rest of it. Her hair was piled up on to the top of 
her head and diamohds sparkled at her ears in the necklace 
lying across the brown skin of her throat. Her eyes were 
dark and liquid-looking, her nose perhaps a trifle too large, 
and maybe her mouth was a little wide,.too, but it was a 
pleasant face and right now she was smiling at me, her 
eyes crinkling as the muscles moved. 

“Do you mind if I sit down?” she asked in pretty-near 
perfect English. “This is my favourite table here .. .I love 
the view of the river from this angle. Would I be disturbing 
you if I sat here and ordered a drink?” 

“You’re disturbing me just by standing there,’ ” “I told 
her. “I figure you disturb a lot of guys every time you walk 
down. the street. But be my guest, Have a seat and I’ll buy 
you a drink. What'll it be?”- ~ 
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She was smiling wider now and that encouraged me..I 
moved around and. held the seat for. her and,.without.even 
trying, saw that. what. made the banion curve. out like that 
was all Miss Brunette. I waved to the beer-maid. again and 
she came lumbering across. I leoked auizieally ‘ab. the 
brunette. . 

.-. “Pernod, pieaee: as ‘she told she wut. in German. “with a 
slice. of lime dipped in sugar,” 


_ The maid went off to get the drink “and I looked a the 
brunette ‘again, got.-another smile..and...offered-her a 
cigarette. I lit it for. her,-then- one: for myself, and’ by: that. 
time the drink-arrived. Maybe Zurich’ wasn’t so bad after 
all, I figured, silently: If I went on.meeting: beautiful dames 
at the rate I was going, I’d wind up with a harem that would 
make Haroun el Raschid do. &. mambo in his grave. : : 

“My name's Carl. Dekker, You want ‘to teli: me yours?” 
“It would he j a fair exchange, I suppose. : Estelle ‘Can- 
riling” | ce 

“English?” _ , : 


‘She laughed and took some of her. drink. “Yes, but T was 
raised on the Continent. That is ‘why-I. have that slight 
accent. I can. speak © ‘several languages.” She ‘paused and 
looked casually around her. as if to make sure.no one was 
near. the. table. She must ‘have ‘been satisfied. She leaned 
across towards me and said in a quieter voice, “I have a good 
teacher . . Like you he is American. Hank Cameron. is 


me stiffened and i dooked. ard at her. “Hank sent: you to 
meet me?” . 


“Of course: I do not usually allow strangers to Ba me 
‘drinks, Mister Dekker. Or to pay. me- compliments as you 
did: But Hank had warned me. ‘Dekker makes Casanova, look 
like an apprentice’ he ‘said.” She laughed: ‘suddénly.- “I 
believe he was right.” 


I grinned-a:little feebly and asked. “Why all this cloak- 
‘and-dagger stuff, Estelle? What's. the big mystery? Is Hank 
scared or something?” 

-The-smile’ ‘dropped from’ her face. ep 


: “tj is a very serious business, Mr, Dekker, Tr will let Hank 
himself eplet We will stroll out of here’ arm. in arm and. I 


_ 
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will take you to him, but first we must make absolutely 
certain we are not followed. Hank told me to trust your 
judgment in that. He has:a lot of faith in you, Mr. Dekker.” 


“The name’s Carl. Okay, let’s get going. I’m curious to 
find out why Hank’s acting like a cat on hot bricks. Ill 
make sure we’re not followed and walking arora with 
you will be a.pleasure, Estelle. ” 


She laughed and we'finished the drinks and left the 
Weissengarten, 

She led me through: the centre of the town, past the 
pink- -and-white..stone of the Grossmunster Church and 
out on to the Seefeld Quai; near the Zurichhorn. Seeing the 
colourings of the church. reminded me of Franca and her 
dress and. I thought of mentioning something to this 
brunette but decideq to wait until I'd seen Hank. ; 

‘Estelle Canning held my arm tightly and walked: easily 
but I noticed that-her breathing was faster than it should - 
have been for the pace we were going and _there seemed to 
be a tautness about her mouth like she was all wound up 
tight inside., c 

I wondered where the hell she -was taking me and I’d 
made sure no one was following us when we got out onto 
the Quai and stood looking at the blue of the lake in the. 
sunshine. A white steamer was pulling out from Burkli-. 
Platz, the red Swiss flag ‘fhattering at the mast. She led 
me towards a kiosk that sold everything from postcards - ‘to 
spare parts for a Fordomatic. | 7 


“We were not followed?” she whispered, making like she 
was choosing a postcard from the display stand. 


“No. Yd bet my eye- -teéth on it.” 
“Good: “Then we will take a bus to Mythen Quai now.” 


- “Hell, you:mean we walked all this way as a kind of 
detour?’’_ 


‘She looked at me sharply, doing a slow burn. “We must 
take every ‘precaution that no one finds out where Hank is 
staying.” 

I shrugged and.told my barking dogs to shut up. 

“Let’s go,” I saig resignedly and started the long hike 
Pack along the ne 
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- We got: off in Niederdorfstrasse. and. walked out. alorig 
the. Mythen Quai-to a water taxi tied up at thé pontoon. . 
Estelle stepped aboard and motioned me to follow. The driver 
came hurrying up: and cast off the rope, grinning. 


_ Estelle told him, “Wittenwassén,” and the guy lifted 
-his eyebrows, Kicked over the’ motor and. pierces out from . 
_the Quai.. 

Wittenwassen turned out to bea cove ‘screened “by green 
pine-scented firs and with a sprawling tavern built of logs 
‘and stone on the grass above. the landing.. The splintered 
-mountain tewered above and z could see the Dolderwald over 

to the left. 


Estelle told the tae to- wait and he ‘shrugged, tethered: 
his launch and walked up to the tavern beer garden and 
yelled for a tankard. The_brunette led me past the tables and 
“the vacationers into the big, high-beamed ceiling. of the - 
entrance hall. It smelled of cheese and milk and mellow 
‘age. I-heard.a distant clanging of ‘cowbells,:a pleat of a. goat. 


It was a relaxing setting, with high-class ‘scenery, and 
I wondered if the brunette was giving, me the tour-de-sucker 
bringing me here. a 
_ Ididn’t have to ‘wonder long..- She ‘took me through the 
huge games room and into the library at the rear of the | 
building. The notice on the doer told mé the library. ‘was 
closed until three-o’ clock. but that didn’t seem “to. bother . 
Estelle Canning. ¢ 


Once inside, I paew she hadn’ t given 1 me the. runaround. 
‘Theré was.a guy seated at: a table’under high shelves of _ 
books, sorting membership cards, and he looked up when we 
entered, ae 

‘Three years had ‘made a, difference to him—three yéaies 

‘and the bottles he’d emptied in that time. He was thinner,; 
face like an axe-blade now, sallow as cheddar cheese that’s 
been left too.long in the sun..The breadth of shoulder- was. 
/Still there but not the thickness..He was as bony as a rib 
roast still on the carease and his eyes looked: like a couple 
of beer stoppers someone had tossed away. He-grinned at® me). 
‘showing me buick teeth, the skin. on his forehead: ‘tightening, 
giving him’ the look of a skullin a Chamber of Horrors. © 


He stuck out a claW of a hand and I ‘took it, not pressing 


io 
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too hard in case I broke the bones. But he still had the same 
old handclasp: it was ibe: dropping a. a ace sledge 
on your mitt: — 

He clapped ' me on the shoulder and some of the haunted 
look went out of his eyes. a 


“Great to see you, Carl. ‘Really great, boy ... Hell, you’re 
packing the beef these‘days. Look-at that waistline. Another 
couple of years and -you’ll be needing corsets.” 


“Wear ’em now,” I told:him, grinning and winking con- 
fidentially. He. still had the same old line of patter, anyway. 
“You’ve shed some weight, Hank.” , 


The grin turned into a grimace. “Yeah. Booze. You know 
how it got me, Carl. If it hadn’t been for Estelle here I’d 
probably have been looking up at a tombstone long ago.” 


He slipped his arm about-the-brunette’s waist and pulled 
her in against him. She kissed’ him lightly on the cheek. 


“Estelle and I are going to.be married;”’ ua Hank Cameron 
said: 


- “Glad to hear it,” I said! and meant it.““You didn’t ask 
me all the way up “here. just: for the wedding, though?” 


“No, Carl,” he answered-seriously. “A& better reason than. 
that ... Here, have a chair and we ‘ll talk. You want to stay, 
Estelle?”  e 


' The brunette shrugged. “y think I will have a swim.” 


Hank nodded and she left the room. He drummed his 
fingers nervously against his desk. 


“What in hell you doing: holing up in a joint like this?” 
I asked him. “What's all the mystery, Hank?” 


He licked his lips and looked steadily at me as he toyed 
with a pencil. 


“Carl, you know I was. one of the best operators in 

_ Europe a few years back, before I. made that mistake and 
started hitting the bottle.” I nodded, knowing he would have 
to tell this in his own way. “Well, like T-just told you, Estelle 

_, pulled me together, about six months back. I met her in 
Rome and I guess we fell for each other. I owe that girl 
everything, Carl. Seriously, .I owe her my life, If she -hadn’t 
gotten me off the booze when she did, well...” He. shrugged 
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and didn’t have to paint a picture: for me. “Anyway, when 
I took the cure and came out. of ‘it, I got. some. sense. I-got 
ambition, too. I wanted to climb right back on top where 
I had been before. You know how hard that is in our game 
once you’ve been on the skids . .. Anyway; I set out to try. - 
I got.a job.as legman for. a Rome agency. It wasn’t much 
but it was a start and-I got back into the feel of things pretty 
quick. I knew I- had what it takes to get back on top again 
and I went all out for it. 


“There’s a lot of illegal gold passes through Rome from 
the East, mainly by aircrews. I figured I’d'gotten my big 
break when I was given the job of watching some crew 
members of a B.E.A. flight. I picked them up in Karachi and 
had to ride in with them to Rome. They had gold, all right. 
I was positive of that. As far as I could learn it was about 
three-hundred ounces. A lot of jack on the blackmarket, 
about ten-grand in U.S, dollars, 


ane thought I had. it made whert we touched. down at 
Rome and I gave the Customs guys the high-sign. They 
grabbed. the crew-members I pointed ou‘ and they got the 
gold okay, in rolled-out bars. My boss was happy, I was 
happy, the Customs wee happy. I was lined. ‘up for a bonus 
and promotion. ~ eee 


“Then the axe dropped, js ‘he added heavily, a trace of 
bitterness in his voice suddenly. “The gold was swiped from 
the Customs shed. Those stupid fools of-Italian Customs joes 
were so happy with the coup, they started in on the vino and 
smuggled a couple of dames into the joint. In the excite- 
ment they forgot to lock away the gold. Someone took it and 

_there went the case against the B.E.A. crew..No evidence, no 
case. Also no fee for my boss and no bonus or promotion ‘Yor 
me. The boss told me, ‘Hank, you find that gold. Get it back: 
and whoever stole it, or you’re. out of a job and I’ll see you 
never get another one in Europe.’ He could do just that, too. 
It’s one of the biggest agencies on the Continent. ‘On. the 
other hand,’ he tells me, ‘you come up. with that gold and 
I'll make you head operator and double your bonus.’ — 

“The Italian Customs.are riding hell out of him and so 
he has to pass the buck, I’m the guy who has to. carry it. I’ve ° 
got to cover the mistake those Customs guys made. But I 
don’t feel too bad about it.-It’s a challenge, kind of, and I. 
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figure if I can pull this off,:I’m all ready to climb over that 
top rung again: You understand that, Carl?” 


“Sure, I get it. You_had a tough break and I can’t see 
that your boss or anyone else could . blame you for what 
happened. 


“You dunno my boss,” he ‘paid bitterly. “He’ s got a Hitler 
complex . ... So I start enquiries and finally corrier one of 
the Customs officers, a little rat I know has taken more 
than .one bribe. I——er- persuaded: him to talk. He 
Swiped it, it turns-out, so he could sell it to a guy named 
Rene Cloudet, a well-known gold dealer. He might have 
pulled it off, too, only someone else saw him take it, waited 
outside in the dark and slugged him and took the gold from 
him. Okay, I think, when I see he’s telling the truth, at least 
I can drag in the guy who took it from the shed’first. But 
not with my luck. ‘He’s scared as.a bishop caught by the 
League of Decency watching a bubble-dancer, and he makes 
a@ run for it. He runs, all right; straight: under-a bus. So that 
leaves me nothing to go on. Then I get an idea and check. 
through the passenger list from that flight, find out which 
passengers were around the Customs place at that time. It 
all boils down-to one guy and he’s so big that carrying almost 
twenty pounds of gold around wouldn’t mean a thing to him. 
TF traced him to Paris, baek to Rome and finally ran him to 
earth here in Zurich. He knows what I’m after, but he can’t 
make a move. I think he’s got a buyer right here and he 
knows if -he tries to leave Switzerland I’ll be down on him 
like a ton of bricks and i tearing his luggage apart. until I 
find that gold. 


“Pm: watching. him coristantly, with Estelle’s help, and 
ne doesn’t. make a move that we don’t know of. I follow him 
everywhere. Then a few days back, I suddenly wake up that 
someone’s following me. I get Estelle to work on it, to find 
out who it is while Iead the guy around. She finds out, all 
right. It’s this.Rene Cloudet from Rome. And he’s a killer, 
Carl, cold as a deep-freeze, I’d rather sleep with a black 
mamba than risk shaking hands with Cloudet ...I start, to 
figure it then. That gold in Rome was routed to him in the 
first place but, with my help, the Customs jumped the gun. 
Then it’s. swiped a second time and the guy who took it 
ean’t market it and so when he comes to Zurich he has to do 
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a deal with Cloudet. It’s either that. or be stuck with the 
gold. Cloudet must’ve come up here and the guy I’m. watch- 
ing likely told him: -about me and that I'll have to be put out 
of the way before the deal can go through... So Cloudet 
gets on my trail and I don’t. want to be known as the best 
dead private-eye in :Europe,.so I run for~cover and hole up 
here ... But I’ve got to craek this case, Carl, or I’m finished 
for keeps. I saw an article in a Rome paper that you had just 
arrived there at the same time as one-of your books hit the 
Italian market. So I-sent you that telegram. Man, do I. need 
you bad!” 

“I’ve heard of this Cloudet,” I said slowly. “He's a killer, 
all right. He’s a one-man organisation, Murder Incorporated 
all by himself. If he’s on your trail, Hank, you’ve got trouble. 
But what about this guy who has the gold? You said he was 
a big character. How dangerous is he?” ~ 

“He ain’t dangerous at all,” Hank told me savagely. 
“He’s dead. Got: himself bumped off last: night. .A German 
juggier named Ernst Hoffman. He took that gold out of 
Rome,” 

I just stared at him. I couldn’t have: moved a “ muscle 
if I'd tried. 

Not even if Brigitte eee Herself had walked in wear- 
ing nothing but’ Chanel Number Five. 
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Hank Cameron stared pack at me, frowning deep enough 
to ‘Took like ; a. guy with ‘two “heads. : 


. “Something wrong, Carl?” he’ asked .a little ‘ioareety: 
“pnt split the fee with you, naturally. Look, buddy, ‘maybe 
I’ve got a hide asking you to come in on this, -but you and 
me were always pretty. close and I. knew you were the one 
guy:I could make understand how bad I’ve. got to pull this 
déal off. If I louse this up, I’m through and I don’t have 
that much confidence in myself. to stay away from the bottle 
if that happehs. I ‘don’t think even Estelle could REED: me 
off it 

: “Sure, Pu help you,. Hank, ass | said ‘slowly.- “Tmére ‘was 
just something you said . .. Forget it for now and give, me 
Some more. details. %- 


He was grinning like. a hyena, now. 


““That’s great, pal. You had me -worried for a ‘montent 
there. ” He made an elaborate motion of wiping sweat from 
his brow..““It’s this way. Cloudet knows.me, from operating 
in Rome and 4 guy with his‘ connections: ‘would know what 
job: I was working on for the agency. Now: that Hoffmann’s 
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brought him in, ft daren’t show myself or any interest at all 

in Hoffmann or his girl, Marta Borg, She’s the other. part. 
of Hoffmann’s act and I’m not sure whether-she’s in on the 

steal or not, I figure she might be; a smart guy wouldn’t 

carry all that gold around in his own luggage, he’d distribute 

it some ... Of course he might have stashed it somewhere 

along the line and that’s what I was hoping to find out, but 

someone got to Hoffman first and bumped him off. You see 
it in the papers this morning? It was on the front page.” 

I said I’d seen it. 

“You figure it could have been Cloudet bumped Hoff- 
mann?” I asked, “Maybe he got on to the gold and sounle: 
crossed the juggler. dd 

“I don’t know, Carl. It éoaid ‘be. that way but from wide 
I-saw of Ernst Hoffmann he was a careful character. He 
wouldn’t hand over that gold until he got his hands on the. 
dough, and he was scared of me. He wouldn’t do a. deal until I 
was out of the way. What worries me now is, Cloudet’s bound 
to know how bad I’ve got to recover this gold and he might 
be figuring I bumped Hoffmann to get it. Which means he'll 
double his efforts to get at me. That’s why I took this job 
as librarian in this dump. It’s out of the way and Cloudet 
wouldn’t expect me to be working at anything like this. He 
won’t know about. you and I figured you could maybe take 
up where’I left off and try and locate the. gold throwgh this 
Marta Borg.” 

- “Maybe the killer’s already got the ‘gold. Hoffmann’s 
joint had a pretty thorough going-over. It was like some- 
one had exploded an A-bomb in the room.” 

Hank frowned again and looked up at= ‘me sharply. . 

“TI. didn’t know that. It didn’t say anything in my. paper 
about the room having been searched.” 

“Mine either,” I told him. “But I was there last night, I 
saw it———I’m the guy in the trenchcoat the cops - are 
looking for, Hank.” — 

He did.a double take and tried his luck at catching flies, 
eyes as big as golf balls. 

_“Let’s have that again, Carl,” he whispered. 

I let him have it again. I let‘him have the whole story 
from the time Franca had asked me for the light on the 
plane up from Rome. 
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He'was white and as tight- Hpped as a. fish when I had 
finished. 

“You think she knows anything? This wranea: I mean?” 
he grated. 

1 shrugged. “That’s anybody’s guess. I ‘still can't figure 
out why she got talking to me on that plane. It wasn’t for 
any of the reasons she gave me, that’s for sure. But I think 
she was on the level about last night. I don’t. think s she killed 
Hoffmann.” ~ 


He drummed his fingers against his desk again now, a 
tic twitching. in his cheek.” 


“Don’t. like: it, Carl. Don’t like any of it. I never did 
tangle.much with murder-cases, That’s why this. Cloudet’s 
got me buffaloed. I know you can handle a gun and you’ve 
shot it out with plenty Killers, but it’s not in my line. You 
know I never carried a gun even in the old days.” 


I nodded. “You talked. with Hoffmann about the gold 
before he was killéd?” 


“Sure, a couple of times... I tried bluffing him, telling 
him I -Enew he. had it and was trying to give him'a break 
before I called in the Swiss cops. He laughed in my face 
didn’t admit having the gold, but told me he knew enough 
about Swiss law to know their cops couldn’t move in without 
‘a request from the Italian pdélice, and as it had all been 
hushed up in Rome:so the people wouldn’t know what kind of 
bungling Customs they had, there was little chance of ‘the 
Italian police wanting him. Oh, he was smooth as a gigolo 
working on an heiress. But he was scared of me, too. I think 
he knew my story; 4t sure hasn’t been any:secret in Europe 
these last few years. He knew I’d do anything to get my 
mitts on that gold and that ‘made him scared. So he called 
in Cloudet.” 

“How did he get on to the gold in the first place? Just 
swipe it on the spur of the moment?” 

_ “Yeah, I think so. I figure he got through the Customs 
‘check, was-collecting all his baggage when he saw these 
morons hitting the vino and that little guy sneaking out 
with the gold bars. I figure he slugged the little guy, knowing 
the guy was stealing the gold, and took off with the lot.” 


“Marta Borg there, too?” s 
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“Yeah. Way I got it, she was. getting a taxi ‘when ‘Hoff- 
mann ‘saw his chance. and latched onto those bars.” . a 


-“Fhen there’s a-chanee she doesn’t know anything about ° 


it. He might not have cut her in on the deal, even though 
he planned to marry her, But it’s obvious that. the money 
to take him to the States was going to. come from the:sale 


of the gold. According to Franca, he wasn’t. Teaving until. 


his season finished at the Bellerive. It sounds to me like he 
was hanging off finalising the deal until he was ready to 


beat it, then he’d do a quick swap, the gold for cash, and be. 


on his way to the States before anyone could double- cross 
him.” 


“That's the way. it looks .. . But now he’s dead I don’t 
know-where to begin,- Carl.” 

“Marta Borg’s as good a place as any. Her and Cloudet: " 

His breath hissed in through his buck teeth: i 

““Cloudet? You wouldn’t tangle. with him on purpose?” 

“Might have td. I-don’t want to tip my hand and let him 
know I’m in this,-but if I get convinced the- Borg. doll can’t 
help, then Cloudet’s our only other hope,” ~ a 

' “Cloudet or Hoffmann’s killer.” ie 

“Maybe they’re the same guy . ... Or maybe this Marta 
Borg got the brush the same as. Frarica and .bumped- Hoff 
mann, But that. wouldn’t explain the state of Hoffmann’s 
apartment.” -— 

“Well, I guess T'll have to leaye it’up to you, Carl. I'l 
get Estelle working on whatever she'can pick up-and T'll 


do some phoning and find out .what. E can through some | 


contacts I’ve got here. “2 Poi. 


. “I want you to help me with Franca Postesta, Hank,” Ir 


said suddenly... 


“What?” he shouted. “We. already figured she might 
know more“about this deal than she says. We don’t want. to 
have anything to do with her, Carl. Keep her out. of it. 


There’s more trouble than you can shake a stick at right. 


now.” 


+ 


.‘She’s got to hide out: someplace, Hank, and my apart- * 


ment’s no good for a permanent hideaway. You can hide her. - 


éut here okay and if she does know anything about this we'll 
have her right on hand when we want her.” 
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He thought about it for a while, scrubbing a hand over 
his jutting jaw and finally nodded. 

“Yeah, I guess that’s good sense . .. I'll have Estelle go 
back with you and she can bring Franca out here. She’ll have 
to take some different clothes: with her, though.”. 


; “A raincoat and a hat ought to be enough, just so long 
as that pink-and-white outfit’s hidden and - there's some- 
thin to cover her face in case the cops see her.” 2 

“Or Cloudet,” Hank ‘muttered. “I don’t like her coming 
up from the same place he did.” 

“Romes’ a ‘pretty big joint. You want to call Estelle 
now? That watertaxi must be running up a fortune on the 
meter,’” 

He nodded and went out of the room, I sat theré smok- 
ing, mulling things over for about ten minutes, and then ~ 
Hank came back with the brunette. Estelle’s hair was still 
wet from her swim and she was wearing a sand-coloured’ 
outfit now and a floppy-brimmed ss She carried a fawn 
plastic raincoat over her arm. 


“T’ll give this Italian girl the hat aiid the coat when we 
get to your apartment, Carl,” she told me. “The brim will 
keep her facein shadow and the ¢oat should be long enough 
to hide her dress.” . 

“Okay. Better give me your number, Hank, I'll report in. 
after I see this Borg doll.” — 

He scribbled his number and extension on a piece of 
paper and I put it in my wallet. 

“Step easy, Carl,” he warned At the door. “These guys 
are playing for keeps.” | 

I nodded and Estelle and I left the library and went 
through the tavern down to the landing and the water taxi. 
The hackie was draining his beer at a table and came hurry- 
ing down when he saw Us. 

A half hour later, we were back at the Hauptbahnhof 
and I was knocking on the door of my apartment, Estelle 
beside me, a little nervous. 

There was no answer and I tried my key in the lock. The 
door swung open and I cursed silently. I’d told wera nce to 
lock it from the inside. ~ 

We went in and I called Franca’s name a eons of 
times before opening the bedroom door. The room was empty, 
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ive ‘magazines open on the bed. ‘The’ ‘bathroom was even 
emptier. : 

“She's not Here,” 7 told’ ‘stelle feeling the cold knot 
tightening in. my belly: “Something’s- ‘wrong. ‘She biker 
Teave here. Every cop in Zurich is Jookiny for her’, > She’ 8 

bon ‘Snatched!” =. 

“But who,: Carl?” Estelie frowned: “Who could get in to 
see cher?” You told'me about the arrangements -you’d made 
‘With her not to let anyone but you-in through the door.. Of 
-Berhaps she hada phone call. . .?” : 

\.8No, I told her to ignore the phone if it rang and, 
‘ besides, no one knows she hiding out here .. ; At-least, that’s 
Balad I figured. but now she’s. gone, I’m not $0 sure.” 

“How about the hotel staff?” 

“They didn’ t know she’ was, Here, I kept hae out of sight. ” 
__,. Estelle lifted her eyebrows and murmured, “That must’ve 

‘ been interesting,” and: then. said ina louder voles, “Meype 
someone saw her leave though, Carl.” .. 

.,..L was at the phohe and on to the. desk clerk before she'd 

‘finished. When. he answered, I asked, 

ao, “You 'see'a blonde woman leaving this hotel in a pink- 
and-white outfit? In thelast couple of hours?’ 

“No, Herr Dekker . . Was she a guest?” : 

“No, just a friend of mine I was expecting.” I started ‘to 
“hang up-but slammed the receiver against my ear' again, 
almost giving myself concussion as he said, 

“There was a woman asking for you, , Herr Dekker. 
Perhaps one hour ago. She came to the desk and asked to see 
you but I told her you were out when. I could not: get any 
‘adswer from your phone.” 

“What'd she look. like?” I snapped. 

“A big woman. Blonde. Her features were slightly Slavic.” 

“Hell, can’t you do better.than that? This.is important. ad 
; “l’m sotry, Herr Dekker, I dia not notice much. But per- 
‘haps. Hans can help you. He took her up to your room, She 

said she would leave a note. under your door.” 

“There was ho note—————But, send His: Hans up to me 
right away.” 

“Certainly; meinherr, I will attend to ‘it immediately.” 
- He was sounding as worried as a missionary trying to 
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explain to the Church how there were so. many half- breed 
kids in his parish when I hung up.. 

Estelle looked at.me curiously. 

“Some dame came here looking for me and one of the 
bellboys brought her up to my room,” I explained phe “Tt 
sounds like it could have been Marta Borg.” 

“Hoffmann’s girl? You think she took Franca away with 
her, Carl?” ; 

“IT don’t know... The bellboy’s on his way up. I'll find 
out from him. I don’t know how the hell she could. have 
tracked Franca down to this place but maybe she’s more 
‘involved in this than we figured.” 

Then there was a knock on the door and I lunged for it, 
wrenching it open and dragging the startled bellboy inside. 
I kieked the door closed and looked at him. He was a young 
punk, uniform real sharp, pillbox hat tilted rakishly over 
his left eye. He was chewing gum -and when he got. over the 
first shock .of being jerked inside, he brushed my hands off 
him and pulled his tight jacket. down, brushing ‘imaginary 
specks of dust from the front. : 

He looked at Estelle, whistled. long and low and snapped 
his gum at her. I figured he’d been watching too many 
Hollywood movies and he was trying to ape his counterparts 
of the celluloid. When he ‘spoke, I was sure of it, 

“Okay, whatcha want?” he asked around his gum, look- 
ing at me like I was something that had just crawled up 
the washbasin drainpipe. “You can’t want a doll. No one in 
his right mind would pass up the brunette here for anything 
I could bring in the back door of this joint.” 


Estellé looked like she’d just busted her susperider belt 
and moved threateningly forward toward the bellboy. He 
made an exaggerated face of fear and backed off, holding 
-his hands spread out in front of him. 

“Okay, okay, lady, I’m sorry... . No. offence. I’m just a 
guy who cAn appreciate a@ good figure and you’re hiding too 
much of yours behind that raincoat?’ 

He started to grin with white, even teeth, but I. ‘guess 
I spoiled his grin for some time to come by putting a gap 
in it. He shook his head as he slammed back against the 
~wall and looked at the blood. he had wiped from_his mouth. 
His eyes widened when he saw the broken tooth in his hand. 
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“My teeth!”-he wailed, almost sobbing, the: _ real, in 
his beady eyes. “You-busted my teeth!” -... - 

Then. he let me have a stream of German I ‘didn’ t under- 
stand, which was just as well, or. maybe he’d. have needed a 
vacuum cleaner to pick up the rest of his molars. I back~- 
handed him, I was- through pleying, around, figuring this 
was the only language, a,punk like him would understand. 
He. was. aping the tough American kids he’d seen on the 
movies and probably had been getting away with murder in 
the hotel for years among ‘the other.guests and bellboys. But 
he. didn’t like. being on the wrong end of a bunch of fives. 

_ He cringed down, spat.a curse at me and came. off the 
wall swinging. I shoved a foot between his legs and.as he 
started to fall headlong massaged. his ribs with a hard right, 
He sat up on the carpet, blinking, bleeding | all over his nice 
clean uniform. 

Estelle looked a little pale and moved away as. be wiped 
some blood from his. nostrils: where nee crash-dived into 
the carpet. 

“Okay,” Hans breathed, as: sick as: a- Satuniay night 
drunk.on Sunday morning. “So I made a mistake .. . She’s 
a lady. I.don’t want no trouble. Whatcha ‘want, some drinks 
for two?” 

I leaned. down and dragged him. ‘to his feet by the front 
-of his jacket, pulling it out of his bélt.and showing a band 
of white belly. I-pulled the Luger and, hearing the brunette 
asp, rammed the cold muzzle against that-pasty flesh: 

He went as stiff. as a. week-old’ corpse and didn’t: look 
much better. He was cross-eyed trying to stare at me with. his 
big eyes. ; 

“Information, buddy.” LI told. him between my teeth, 

at’s what 1. want from. you. A sharp chafacter like. you 
shguia be able to tell me just what I want to know, If you 
can’t I guess PH have to persuade you. I can. onty get. the 
chair once. Another killing can’t. make them burn me twite.’ ” 

He ‘swallowed and nearly choked as his gum ‘went: -down: 

_ “A —-Another killing?” he whispered-hoarsely, starting 
to. shake,.like a -bubble=dancer who’s just “found | out ‘she’s 
allergic to detergent. . 

“Sure———I don’t have time to waste on -¥ou, -slob,” 
snarled Edward o Dekker, digging in with the gun barrel, 
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“You either talk or you. wake up with your feet in a tub of 
concrete looking up at the lake steamers. Get it?” 


‘. He nodded, still trying’ to work the gun out of his wind- 


e. 

“Okay. Who was the dame you ‘brought up to my room 
an hour ago?. The big blonde?” ‘ 

I didn’t think he could go any whiter but he-managed 
it. He looked like someone had pickled him in hydrogen 
peroxide. He started to shake his head but I started drilling 
operations with that Luger muzzle and he’ bleated like a boy- 
soprano whose voice suddenly breaks, 

“Marta Borg! .She’s an acrobat . 

I flicked my -eyes to Estelle and. nat turned back to 
the cardiac bellboy. 

_ “The desk clerk said she was going to leave a note ‘ander 
the door. There wasn’t any note. What happened when you 
brought her up here?” 

He closed his eyes and I thought. for a moment he'd 
fainted. He hadn’t, but he wouldn’t need much of a nudge 
to put him in the vapours. I gave him a shake and his voice 
was a whisper when he said; 

“She slipped. me twenty francs for my passkey.’ i 

Twenty francs, Swiss, was a lot of .dough. She could 
probably have bought this slob a lot cheaper. For twenty 
francs he would’ve borrowed. his. mother’s carving. knife and 
used it to slit her throat. He was that kind of upstanding 
character. For twenty franes he would’ve helped Marta Borg 
smuggle Franca Podesta out of the Beupipenabe, walking 
or slugged unconscious. “ 

“So you gave her the passkey,” I said. “What then?” 

“Nothin’ then, ” he croaked. “opened the door for er 
and got lost . 

I jerked him to his toes and, gave him ‘a look: that 
would’ve knocked over a ’ Clydesdale. I let him see the .Luger 
and his eyes watched, _fascinated, as I thumbed | off the 
safety. . 

.“Let’s try again. You gave her the passkey for twenty 
francs: That dough’ would buy a lot more than the passkey 

And you’ve bought yourself a load of grief,*mister, if you 
don’t remember.” — 

Maybe he’d studied a memotry- ‘training course at some 
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time, because it. only took him one second to remember that 
Marta had asked him: to help her get the girl in my apart- 
ment downstairs to a car she had waiting at the rear of the 
Hauptbahnhof. Marta had a g ‘and she held it on’ Franca 
while Hans tied the Italian girl’s wrists and threw a rain- 
coat over her shoulders to hide the pink-and-white nylon, 
He’d also put on Franca the dark glasses Marta had brought, 
too, and a dark green ‘beret to hide most of her hair. 

He’d helped Marta Borg get Franca down to the car by 
the service entrance and she’d driven. away. 

“And you never bothered to ask questions?” I grated. 
“You just went ahead and did what Marta Borg told you?” 

He shrugged but still looked scared when he answered. 

“Hell, she paid me twenty francs. I figured that covered 
me not asking questions.” 

“You figured! And I suppose you figured on. coming up 
here and putting the bite.on. me for hiding a girl in my 
hotel-room, huh?” 

“Hell, no, not me!” he said too quickly and it was there 
inthe flickering of his scared eyes. 

I heaved him across the room and he slammed into the 
end of the sofa and rolled to the floor. ; 

“Beat it,” I told him. “Find yourself another job. Get 
out of here and resign. If you’re still working at this place 
tomorrow, I'll really give you the treatment. Just so you 
know I’m aot fooling, Pll order two bags of cement right 
away. ” 

Snivelling, he started limping for the door, hankerchief 
held to his nose and mouth. If he’d had a tail, it’d have been 
tucked so far between his legs it would have tickled his 
nostrils. 

“Hold it a minute!” I snapped as his hand reached out 
forthe door knob. He jefked his. hand back like the knob 
was suddenly electrified. “Where does this Marta Borg live?”. 

~ “J dunno, mister, honest I don’t!” he whined. 

I started towards him but Estelle’s hand on my arm 
stopped me. 

“Tt’s all right, Carl. I know where Marta lives. I’ve been 
watching hér for Hank.” 

I nodded and jerked_my head at Hans. 

“On your way, punk.’ 2 
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He went out that door like he was trying to ak: distance 
a, runaway-1.0.B.M. 

I-shoved the Luger back into my holster, straightened my 
jacket and- looked at Estelle’s’ white face, 

“All right, baby, lets go . ; : I don’t know ‘what it. ts 
Marta " wants Franca, buf I know ‘it won’ be good for 
Franca.” =. 

_ We started towards the: door and when 1 we were almost 
there, Estelle Said, 

“Hank told. ‘me you could be tough and ruthless, Carl. 
I ‘didn’t know just how tough you .could be until a few 
minutes ago, I ‘thought you were going to kill that bellboy. a 

I erunted and opéned the door for her. ; “y 

“He. was a ‘ereampuff. I’m not. so tough when I’ve got 
some_ professional opposition: Now let’s make miteage:. I 
don’t want. to get to this Borg doll’s joint and find another 
corpse shaped like’ Franca Podesta. oe 


We made mileage. Pes ‘ = 


x 
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Marta Borg lived in a walk-up apartment. “plock in 
Badenerstrasse. It wasn’t far from Hoffmann’s place and I 
-wondered if that meant anything. 

Estelle stopped the taxi outside the block and I yanked 
the door open and got out, swinging back to:Estelle as she 
Started to edge across the seat towards the door. 

' “You stay here, Estelle,” I told“her sharply. “I’ll handle 
this and we’ll need the taxi to get Franca away from here.” 

_I didn’t stop for any arguments. I slammed the.taxi door 
in: her face and ran.across the sidewalk and up the stone 
steps to the entrance of the apartment building. Like at 
Hoffmann’s place, there was a list of tenants’ names on the 
wall beside the big glass doors. 

Fraulein Marta Borg occupied “Apartment Eight, first 
floor. 

I moved swiftly across. the lobby; seeing the desk clerk 
look up and open his mouth to yell something at me. 
Probably he wanted to announce me to whoever I. was 
visiting but I didn’t give him any chance to buttonhvle me. 
I sprinted up the stairs three at a time, hit the landing and 
started looking at numbers on doors down the passage.. 


Page Fifty-one 


boty “THE "FEARFUL. TIGRESS 


_: I found Number Fight at the end of the passage, : a 
window in the wall alongside it opening out-on to the fire 
,escape. I banged my -fist. against:the door beside the figure 
Fight. I kept on banging, impatient, in no mood for messing. 
around. 

r When no one came.:to open ‘the door I tried the handle 
_and it turned. I had the door open mayhe nine inches when 
there was a heavy weight flung: against it from the inside 
.and I just managed to get my foot through in time te stop it 
closing. But I figured I’d be walking with a permanent ‘limp 
after the way that door slammed into me. . 

There was a grunt from the other side’ and’ I could feel 
more pressure but I got my shoulder against-the woodwork 
and used some muscle. Then.a high-heeled shoe jabbed down 
“on to-my instép and.I bit back a cursé but kept-my foot 
jammed in the doorway. I moved back a- couple of feet and 
‘slammed my shoulder hard against the panel. 

.,.. heard..a feminine gasp, a few. staggering steps and 
then a thump.as someone sat down heavily. I got the-door 
open, lunged into the room and slammed. it after--me.- - ~ 
age ods, leaned back against it, looking at the woman rolling. 
.on the floor in front of me. She was statuesque, with long 
‘legs that showed firm thighs..I was in a position to see: those 
legs; right up to where they disappeared beneath-. some 
-black nylon. The skirt of her ‘frock was up around her 
-neck and her long blonde hair was all over her face. She 
. Struggled to get back up, slightly winded from the clout: with 
. the door, and.then I saw the gun near her hand. 7 
: A nickel- -plated Ladies’. Special. I scooped it up a split 
‘second before her painted: fingernails reached for it. Then 
.she was proving just how. good an acrobat she was. She 
arched her ba¢ék, shoulders pressed into the carpet, legs like 
a figure 7, and then her whole body seemed to convulse and 
she was on her feet, almost as tall as me, a couple of inches 
from my face. Those red talons hooked and raked at my eyes 
_and I just ducked in time. She stumbled against me and I 
had the forefinger of my left hand stiffened out in front of 
‘me so that she fell against it with her diaphragm.. The 
breath gusted out of her and her broad face toek on a bluish 
_tinge: I placed my hand-flat against her chest and heaved, 
aiming her.at a big chaise lounge. . 
It rocked when she hit it with the back of her knees and 
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dropped into it. She was still gagging for breath, but_she 
wasn’t hurt much, just temporarily out of action. 

I used that time to dive-for a doorway which led to a 
bedroom. Franca Podesta was inside. 

She was lying half across the bed, sobbing quietly, half- 
out to it. Her frock had been ripped down over her shoulders 
and her hair was a mess. The hem of the skirt trailed across » 
her ruined nylons like a pink snake. I grabbed her shoulder 
gently and turned her, over on to her back, feeling the 
involuntary spasm of the muscles as my hand touched her. 

“No please!” she wailed, hands still covering her face. 
“Don’t hit me any more! You must believe me! I didn’t kill 
-Ernst!” 

- “Tt’s okay, baby,” I told her soothingly, “It's all okay 
now. No one’s going to hit you any more . 

Disbelievingly, she took her shaking hands away from 
her face and I saw she was going to have a stinker. in the 
-very near future, Her cheeks: were red with angry finger- 
‘marks and there was a small cut on her bottom lip where 
‘her teeth had bitten in. 

She slammed against me so hard I staggered back six 
-feet. Her arms went around me, face into my chest, and 
-her shoulders shook. Hell, what could-I do but comfort her? 

So I did it. © 

But before she was completely comforted, I heard. a 
noise in the other room and broke away from Franca and 
-dived for the door. Marta Borg was picking up a heavy vase 
and the top of my skull winced involuntarily as I pointed the 
Ladies’ Special at her and snapped, 

“Leave it for the flowers, Marta! That’s it. Just put it 
‘down nice and gentle like. Easy does it... Okay. Now come 
in here slow.” 

The big blonde came towards me with the lithe grace of 
a’ panther. and there was a panther’s snarl curling her 
luscious lips. Her green eyes slapped me like a fly under a 
swat and when she edged past me into the room I took a 
step back in case she hauled off and swiped me. 

She ldoked big enough to put Marciano on his back—big 
enough to heave a heavy innerspring off a bed and wreck” 
the furniture the way it had been: wrecked in Hoffmann’s 
apartment . 

She” called me a name as she -went into the room and 
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probahly my ancestors did a cha-cha in their graves, but 
it was nothing.to the name she called the cringing Franca 
on the bed, Marta lunged for the Italian girl but I rammed: 
a shoulder into her and got between the two dames. — 

~ “That’s enough!” I yelled. “This isn’t Ladies’ Night at 
Madison Square Garden. Stay over against the wall, Marta. 
“Fraftca, you better wash up in the bathroom. You're getting 
out of here then. I’ve got a friend downstairs in a. taxi who'll 
take you to a safe place.” 

Franca looked her thanks at me, got her. courage back 
and shot Marta a terrible look that Had her hung, drawn, 
and quarteréd in a couple of seconds. On the way out, the’ 
Italian blonde stepped close enough to the simmering Swede. 
doll to give her an open-handed “smack in the. puss that 
would’ve dislocated the jaw of King Kong.. 

I-started in to break it. up but: Franca smiled at me and 
went out of the room, saying,. 

. “T will not. be long, Carl. "Thank you. for coming. an 
you did.” 

Marta Borg straightened up, blinking, rubbing: ‘her face 
tenderly. Then she started-in cursing again. - 

“You asked: for that one,” I told her. “Now shut. up- the 
gutter-language netore: I pour a packet of soap flakes down 
your throat.” 

She looked at me from under her eyebrows and slowly 
settled back against’ the wall, arms folded across a chest 

~“that made Sabrina look like she was in-need of a-pneumatic. 
‘pra. Marta looked at me calculatingly,. ‘tugging ‘at her bottom 
lip with her teeth. 

“You must be Carl Dekker,” she told me in a husky 
voice that gave me a technicolor, CinemaScope vision: of 
perfumed boudeirs and soft: lights: “You are bigger and 
tougher than I thought.” : 

“What was the idea of snatching Frarica from my 
apartment and giving her. a working-over?” 

“She killed Ernst!” she snapped and little banked. fires 
suddenly flared in her eyes. “She killed him arid I will kill 
_her! But I wanted her to admit it and to suffer first!” 

“How were you. doing when I busted in?” = 

She shrugged and on her it looked. good. “She was suf- 
fering, but she would not admit killing Ernst. Another ten 
minutes and I. would have had:her signing a confession.” 
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I didn’t deubt that, either. She’d had Franca so scared 
silly she’d have. signed a confession that. she'd started the 
Russion Revolution of ’17.— 

“Franca ‘Podesta didn’t kill Hoffmann,” I told the big 
blonde. “He was dead when she got there.”.. 

Her lip curled’ and she spat her. disbelief. 

“Only a fool would believe that.” she had a cute accent 
but the look in her eyes. was-anything- but cute. She was 

-one dangerous dame when-she was aroused and Hoffmann’s 
-death had aroused her.-. 

“All right. Leave it for the- moment... . How did you 
trace Franca to my apartment? No one knew she was there.’”” 

She smiled suddenly and it transformed her whole face. | 
She was really a looker when she flashed the ivories. 

“I stole some of your thunder, Dekker. 1 played detective. 
Just a line of simple deduction and a few francs in bribes: 
The police came to me last night to tell me about Ernet. 
When I had recovered from ,the first shock they asked me if 
I knew anyone answering the description of the woman in 
the pink-and-white dress whom the old crone had seen 
leaving Ernst’s apartment about the time of his death. I told 
them no, but I recognised Franca’s description all right. I'd 
seen her plenty of times in Rome and I knew Ernst had been 
writing to her to tell her he was going to marry me instead. 

“He had never intendeq to marry Franca, had merely 
played up to her to ensure free and favourable publicity for 
our.act. She was working: for International, Press and writing 
syndicated stuff and he knew she would get him a Con- 
tinent-wide coverage if he played his cards right. Then, 
when we got to Zurich, he said we did not need Franca any 
more, that we had enough publicity and he was getting 
enough money soon to take us to America. So he wrote to... 
her, and when the police described the blonde woman in that 
pink-and-white dress, I knew Franca had come to Zurich. 
I was sure then that she had killed Ernst in jealousy and a 

wanted my own revenge. 

“T know some people.in the air terminal at iibehdort 
and I handed out some francs. and found out which flight 
she came in on. For some more money I learned that she 
had shewn great interest in an American private-detective . 
named Carl Dekker on the~flight. So I reasoned that he 
would be the only person she knew in Zurich who might hide 
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her if she was in trouble, So I went around all the big hotels 
asking ‘to see Herr Dekker until I came to the Hauptbahn- 
hof, where they told me you were staying but were out, I 
had the bellboy take me up to the room and, like most-bell- 
boys all over the world, he had his sidelines and was on the 
lookout for easy money. For twenty francs he opened your 
door with his passkey and, of course, we found Franca inside. 
The bellboy helped me get her out of the hotel without being 
seen and I brought her here.” 

I nodded. ..“Petty slick. You should -take up detecting 
seriously. But Franca didn’t ‘kill Hoffmann. I guess she 
didn’t get much chance to explain to you.what really hap- 
pened, but here are the essentials.” 

_I. told her Franca’s story then, and how I’d gone to 
‘Hoffmann’s place afterwards and found the joint looking 
‘like a hurricane had’ been learning to mambo in it. When, 
had the bellboy take me up to my room and like most pell- 
dress pinned back into place and looking a little neater and 
fresher, showed up in the doorway. 


“That is exactly the way it happened, Marta,” she said 
‘put there was hate in her eyes for the Swedish acrobat. “I 
would have told you if you had given me a chance to explain 
instead of beating me. You can believe me or not. I. no 
longer care. Are you coming, Carl?” : 

“T’ll take you down to. the taxi but I’ll be coming back 
up here. There’re some questions I want to ask Marta. You’d 
better borrow a coat and hat, too.” 

I looked at the big blonde and she shrugged again, then 
pushed off the wall. — 

“All right. I am calmer now. It is you I believe, Carl, not 
her. Why do you wish to question me?” 

“To see if I can find out who really did kill Hoffmann. 
I’m in a spot if ever the cops find out I’m the guy who was in 
that apartment last night. And I slugged a cop in Lane alley. 
That won’t make them -love me.” 

_ “Very well. I, too, wish to find Exnst’s killer. I will 
answer your questions ‘if I can.” 

She went out into the other room and handed Franca 
a coat and beret and the dark glasses. I_fitured they were 
probably the same ones she had used to get Franca out of 
the hotel..The. coat t was too big, but it hid the as and that 
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was the main. thing. With the beret:and: cheaters on, Franca 
looked like anyone but Franca. .. 

_I pocketed Marta’s gun and took Franca: downstairs: to 
a sworried- -looking Estelle, who was “chewing her nails in-the 
back: of ‘the. taxi. r introduced pew swiftly and added to 
Estelle, -» ‘e 

““Get-her to Hank as fast as we can, but. don't take axty 
chances on being seen. Tell Hank ‘I'll call. him later?*.. . + 

“What are you going. to do; Carl?” Estelle asked, hoticing 
the swelling under Franca’s left eye and” ‘the other marks of. 
Marta’s hands on ‘her face, -. 

- “Ask somé-questions. If I get the right answers, Hank’ 
be back .on top before. hé knows it.” ”. : 

.. Estelle smiled: then and reached across Hanes to squeeze 
my. hand; “Thank you, Carl. It means everything to Hank; to 
make a success of, this job. I believe he sees it as a “task to 
prove. to himself that hé is “still top-drawer material.” © — 
oo “Okay. Well,’ tell him not to. woe and to. shrew away 
his ulcer’ balm. T’ll handle everything. ve 
“+ Lstarted to back out of the taxi and ‘when’ rranvs: feach> 
ed up.and kissed ‘me on the mouth. Her mouth was. moist, 
and hard. | 
“ “Thank you again, Carl. L will show my. full ‘appreciation 
at a more convenient .tinie..And place.” 

-I grinned at her, slammed the door.and went back ‘into 
the apartment building as the taxi pulled away. — 

Marta Borg had a couple. of drinks mixed when I. eat 
back upstairs, She had straightened: herself ‘up and. really 
looked something with her hair back in place, her: podice 
more demure and a drink in her hand. my a 

I took the tall glass she gave me and swallowed a mouth, 
ful. I sat; down on the chaise beside her. 

“You must’ve really. gone for this guy Hoffmann if you 
were willing to face a murder: rap -just because - you were 
conviriced Franca knocked him off,” I. said. ‘ 

She sighed and lowered her eyes, looking: down into her 
glass. 

_ “1 loved Ernst very much... ; but he had changed. these 
last. six: months, after we. left: Rome’ the fitst time and went 
on the teur. He was: jumpy and-nervy. He: “even: fumbled :his 
act once or. ree: and he would: hardly leave his rooms after 
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dark. Something was bothering him, I knew, but he never 
told me about it.” 

“Tt wasn’t a character named Cloudet, was. it?” 

Her. breath hissed back through her teeth and she jerked. 
her head up so fast.I wouldn’t have been surprised to see 
her eyes rolling like the lemons in a, one- -armed-bandit. 

“Why do you say that?” she asked. swiftly. 

“You’ve heard of this, Cloudet?” I countered. 

She stared at me levelly for a long minute and then 
nodded. Lo 

“Yes, Ernst had Some dealings with him-the last time 
we were.in Rome, before we came to Zurich, I do not know 
what business they had together but Ernst seemed to be 
very pleased after seeing Cloudet. We left Rome immediately 
and came here. It was then that Ernst told me he would 
soon be ae a lot of money that would take us to 
America ... Who is this Cloudet, Carl? Do you know. him?” 

Maybe it was an act or maybe she was on the level and 
didn’t know Cloudet. I couldn't go on talking all around 
‘hings and still hope to learn something. I had to start laying 
things on the line, but I figured I could still do it without 
actually mentioning the gold. 

“Rene Cloudet is a Frenchman, operating in Rome. He’s 
a fence for stolen goods and a. smuggler. -He’s especially 
interested in dope and illegal gold. He is also the coldest 
‘killer in Europe. One of his ancestors operated the eullonne 
gare the French Revolution.” 

_Her mouth hung open slackly and she spilled some. drink 
on her dress but didn’t seem to notice. 

. “What are you saying?” she hissed. “Are you telling me 
this Cloudet killed Ernst?” : 

“No, but I’m saying he’s here in Zurich and he could 
have killed your boyfriend, depending’ on what kind _of 
business Hoffmann did with him.” 

“J_—___see,” she said slowly, green eyes never leaving 
my face for an instant. “What you are saying is that Ernst 
was mixed up in some illegal dealings with Cloudet and 
perhaps there was a.double-cross?” 

“You said that, but I’m net denying that was the way 
it. could have been.” 

“Yes,” she said,. surprisingly, nodding slowly, tongue 
showing pinkly between her teeth. “It could well be. Now 
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that 4 know Cloudet is in Zurich, I can see that. perhaps you 
are right, Carl. Money was an obsession with Ernst. He not 
only wanted to make a lot, but ‘he hated spending any. 
That was the reason for his perfidy with Franca, obtaining 
the free ‘publicity through her gullibility. I know he has 
pulled many dirty tricks in show business but we had some 
dirty tricks put over us, too, so I did not thirk'a. great deal 
about them. I loved Ernst, but I was not blind to his faults, 
Even his treatment of Franca I did not approve of, but there 
was little I could do about it. Yes, it is possible for Ernst to 
have had some illegal dealings.. Anything where quick, easy 
money was concerned interested him but he was shrewd 
enough to always keep his act at peak performance so that 
he always had a steady income. He had been meeting some- 
one here in Zurich this last week. At night, in the Borse at 
one of the sidewalk tables in the shadow of the big clock.” 
e oe man?” I asked, feeling like I was getting someplace 
at las 
= ' “Yes, aman. A squat. man wearing: a dark ‘slouch hat 
and a long raincoat-: with. Souider-strane: You Americans 
have a name for it . 

“A trenchcoat,” I ‘told. her. “You never got a look at this 
guy’s face? Hoffman never introduced you to him?” . 

She shook her head vigorously. : 

“Ernst did not even know I saw: him meet this man.” 
She smiled a little and there was a hint of a blush in her 
cheeks. “You. see, I did not. altogether trust Ernst. When he 
started making excuses to go out without me of a night- 
time, before our act at the Bellerive, I-thought perhaps he 
was meeting another woman and I was-to meet the same 
fate as Franca. I was that uncertain of his feelings towards 
me. So. I followed him one-night; three nights ago. He had. 
been nervous all day since another man had come to see him 
during our rehearsal at the Bellerive in the morning. . ‘ 

I cut in with, “Another guy?. Net the one in the slouch 
hate”? 

“No, this was a ‘man I had seen ‘with Ernst at other. 
times, a tall, thin man in baggy clothes with a haunted look 
and sunken eyes. Ernst told me he was 4 theatrical agent 
trying to.get us to go to Moscow but Ernst-had refused; 
saying -_we were going to America. He said the man kept 
pestering him.” — Sa 
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I nodded. She’ had described Hank Cameron and I 
figured Hoffman had told her that story to throw’her off 
.when Hank had been getting at him, needling him about 
the gold. 

“So you followed him one night to the Borse. . . 7 I 
prompted. 

“Yes, I saw him take this table under the big clock, 
where the. lights cast the shadow of the tower across the 
sidewalk. After a time he was joined by the man in the 
slouch hat. They talked, Ernst very animatedly, and the 
squat man. just sat there toying with his drink. Ernst left 
first, crossing to the other side of the Borse, and I remained: 
hidden lest. he see me and be angry. The other man got up 
then, and went in the opposite direction: He kept his head: 
‘down and walked into.a woman. He lifted his head to apolo- 
gise and for a moment light washed across his face. He 
seemed to have a black face, or: Perhaps: it was a close~ 
cropped beard.” 

“Yeah, it’d be a beard,” T told her. “your squat man in 
the slouch hat was Rene Cloudet. At least, what I remember 
of him tallies with your description.” ‘ 

She looked excited suddenly. “Then there is a connection 
between this Cloudet and Ernst! I must tel] the police. id 

She cried out as I grabbed her wrist hard and yanked 
her back on to the lounge. 

. “Nix on the cops, baby. I’m the guy in the trenchcoat 
who slugged one of their buddies, remember? The only way 
I can get in good with them again is to hand them Hoff- 
mann’s killer on a platter. To do that, I’ve got to stay free. 
and work alone.” pa 

She simmered down slowly, massaging . her wrist. “All 
right, Carl,” she nodded: “I will trust you .... I, too, want to 

_help and have the pleasure of meeting Ernst’s killer.” 

“Believe me, baby, the guy who bumped Ernst did you a 
favour. Hoffman was a louse and you’d have been dumped 
like the others before you got to that plane for the States.” 

Her. green eyes sparked and she lifted her hand to 
Slap.me but I caught her wrist just in. time. 

“Ym sorry, Marta, but that’s the way it is. I know a 
little more about this than you. Hoffman was using you 
' the’same as he used Franca. His act was twenty times better - 
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with you along and he knew it. That’s the only reason you 
lasted so long.” 

“Get out!” she hissed, twisting her hands together in her 
lap. “Get out and leave me alone!” 

I stood up as she began to cry. I took the gun from my 
pocket, sprung the clip and jackeq the’bullet out of the 
slide. I dropped the gun on the lounge beside her and 
walked out of the apartment. 

I started to walk back towards towh, unconsciously 
heading towards the Borse, thinking things over. 

’. Either Marta Borg was one hell of a good aetress or she 
knew. nothing about that stolen gold and Hoffman’s part in 
it. From what little I knew of Hoffman, he seemed to be a 
guy:-who used everyone for his‘own ends and maybe I’d been 
rough on Marta, but I figured I had given‘her the truth when 
I'd told her Hoffman would have dropped her like a hat 
potato once he got his hand on that money, 

Il’d gone a couple of blocks before I was aware that 
Someone was follawing me. There weren’t a lot of people 
about at this hour of the day and I was suddenly conscious 
of footsteps that matched.mine, quickened when I increased 
my pace, slowed when I eased off, stopped when I paused to 
light a cigarette. 

I stopped to look in a shop window, using” the angle of 
the glass where it slanted into the doorway as a mirror. I saw 
him about teh yards down the block. He had stopped and 
was looking at a. bus-route street directory. 

He was squat like a sawn-off gorilla and had a black 
slouch hat pulled low down over his eyes. His hands were 
buried in the pockets of a long khaki trenchcoat and, as he 
turned his head cautiously to see if I'd moved on, I saw he 
had a close-cropped beard on his jowls. 

' It was Rene Cloudet. 
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‘I felt about as happy as a guy who's just been; told he’s 
got lung-cancer when I recognised. that Frenchman. 

But I didn’t want to let him know I had him spotted. 
I went into the shop and bought some: postcards I didn’t 
want and made a production of going to the window to look 
at some souvenir Junk while I gandered down the block 
again. He was closer now, leaning against a building wall, 
lighting a cigarette. 

He looked like any guy killing time waiting for. a bus. 

There was just a chance I could be wrong and that he 
had shown up by accident, but I didn’t think so. I figured 
I could put him to a test. 
“ “You got a back door to this place?” I asked the shop- 
keeper. 

All these guys who run souvenir shops in tourist countr- 
ies can: ‘speak English of a kind. ‘This guy's was a kind I’d 
never heard before. 
__'” “We have suré, yes, positively,” he grinned, squinting up 
his eyes through his thick- ‘lensed: glasses. He looked like an 
owl with goitre. - 
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“How about letting me go out that. way? My wife is out- 
side down the street. She is following me.” I leaned across 
the counter confidentially, winking. “I have a rendezvous 
with a friend z ae wish my wife to meet.” 

“Aaah,” . said, still grinning “understandingly, 
“Beautful ‘she i your friend, yes, sure?”’ 

“My friend, sure, but not my wife,” I assured him. 

“Ah, mine, too... a cow, and the voice of a milk goat. 
Such a voice never have I’seen! And if. ‘at the tavern I go 
before home, ... ” 


He abnigeed and threw up his arms. expressively. I 
shoved a five franc note across the counter at him. 


““The door. My friend is very Pnpeplenh: And she is very 
beautiful.” 

' He pocketed the ‘five and I figured that \ was. one note 
his wife would never take off him. He’d cut it out in beer at 
the tavern béfore he went home and maybe: He’d take on 
enovth to give him courage enough to tell his wife what 
he’d told me: Or maybe five francs wouldn’t buy enough 
beer ‘or that . 

Pe leq me through a dusty curtain into the back of the 
shop, through aisles of cartons of junk and paper parcels. of 
poster rds. Behind a little cubicle that had a sink in it, a 
greast gas-ring and some half-eaten sandwiches, was.a door. 


I thanked him as he opened it for me and stepped out 
into an alley that was dim with shadow, the ‘sun- bright sky 
high above but_not reaching down: to this narrow slit 
between the two, buildings. I stepped behind’a high stack of 
crates with’ the Luger in my right hand and waited. There 
was another street at the far end of the alley, but I. figured 
Cloudet would be getting ‘impatient now and would-go in 
that shop after me. It looked like a good day for the little 
guy behind the counter. Cloudet might go as high as five 
francs to find out where I hag gone or maybe he’d just'‘beat 
the old guy’s teeth in: I hoped he’d try money first, and the 
old guy wouldn’t have too many principles and try to. hold 
one him. Cloudet: wasn’t boas kind of guy to fool around 

I didn’t have long 10 salts Cloudet must have been 
saving his money. . 

I Heard a yelp. from inside that sounded like the old 


- 
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guy and I gritted my. teeth. T hadn't meant to Bet. him any 
bruises When I’d-used his shop. <. 

>> There. was just-the one yell but t guess it. was eeonek 

I heard: the door slam open and: through the crates’ slats I 
saw -Cloudet ‘step owt: into the alley, wedge-shaped -face 
Savage .as.a@ disturbed: lion ‘in the mating season. He was 
pocketing a sap and. 1 cursed, _Wondering : how the. old. guy 
inside was. 

Then Cloudet. started to run. towards me, eyes straight 
ahead on that street at the far end of the narrow alley. 
There was no doubt. he: was trailing me-and wanting bad‘to- 
Keep me in sight. As he came pelting, past the stack of crates 
I shoved outa jeg. ~ 

~He yelled and hit the alley bottom. ‘about: ten. feet away. 
He ploughed into two trash cans. with 4 a. hell of.a clatter and > 
rolled against the wall. 

When I got to him he: was- gagging ‘for breath and one 
side of chis face had been. scraped raw. Even through Jhis~ 
breathlessness’and pain he saw me and the old. hate flared 
in his:dark eyes, his right: hand ‘snaking up under. his lapel. ~ 

You don’ 't mess around with scum like Cloudet. You try 
to be.a sportsman and give. them the breaks and. you ere 
up with a bullet in ithe back of. the head. : 

But I wasn’t feeling sporting, especially -atter hearing. 
that old. guy’s yell. I kicked him'-in the belly, not -hard . 
enough to tripple. him byt hard enough to turn his. face the 
colour of over-ripe gorgonzola and to make him lose interest 
in that gun he was trying to reach. 

‘While he was sobbing for breath, retching dryly, I knelt’: 
and yanked the gun out from under his arm. It. was a wicked 
looking 9mm. ‘Astra, deadly at. ~any range up to a hundred 
yards. I jacked out the clip and knew Cloudet -hadn’t 
changed any from. the days when. I’d known him. The clip 
was loaded with dumdums. A hit from one of them and 
they could drive the ambulance right through you ‘without. 
even. knowing you were anywhere about. : 

I Kept the dumdums and tossed the empty Astra at his” 
cust as he started to struggle up. He coughed, groaned and 
gasped to a sitting position, face raw and bleeding, looking: 
‘at me with vicious hate. There was no fear in Rene Cloudet. 
He aes No one could be as cruel as he tould be and so he | 
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wasn’t scared. I’d heard: it had gotten him out of a lot of 
trouble because guys: who thought they’d had him were 
thrown by the lack of fear in his eyes. No one had ever had 
a chance to see what he would do on the receiving end of 
some real torture like he handed out. ' : 


“What'd you do to that old guy in the shop?” I growled, 
showing him the Luger. 

“He fell and hit his head,” he told me sourly in accented 
English, “I never touched him . . He’s okay. A handful of 
aspirin and he’ll forget he ever had that fall.” 


“He better be okay,” I told him. “Why are you following 
me, Cloudet? You got me marked down for the long drop like 
Hoffmann?” 

His eyes slitted and he curled his lips, then started to 
call me a name but thought better of it when I laid the 
barrel of the Luger along his cheek. He’d used the same 
technique of sharp foresights himself and he didn't fancy 
getting his own face laid open. He held his neck stiffly, 
careful so that he didn’t move. I guess he could feel the 
sight digging into him although I didn’t have ‘any pressure 
on it.i 

“I wasn’t following you,” he wheezed finally. “I just 
took a shortcut through that shop. I live a couple of blocks 
down that street at the end of the alley.” ; 


_ “Quit lying, Cloudet. You were following me. You’d been 
on my trail for a couple of blocks. Why?” 


. He shrugged. “I made a mistake. I thought you were 
someone else.” 
“Who? Hank Cameron?” 


His breath sucked in noisily and for some reason he 
looked kind of startled. s 

“N--no,- no,” he stammered, caught off-balance. - “I 
don’t know any Hank Cameron. I don’t ‘know you but you 
seem to know my, name.” \ 


“And you know me all right, Cloudet.‘You’ve seen me in 
Italy and Paris before today. You used to make headlines a 
few years back but you’ve been a lot quieter these last 
years, working in Rome on your. smuggling deals.” 

“You got the wrong man!” he snapped: “lm no 
smuggler, Dekker.” : : 
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“There you are. “You. didn’t even have to work hard at it. 
to remember my name >:. . I think the cops’d like to have a. 
talk with you Cloudet: Especially’ since Ernst Hoffman had 
been meeting you in the Borse.” : 


That threw him like a bucking bronco with a burr under 
the saddle. I knew more than he figured and ‘talking “cop” 
was something ‘he could get along without. 

_ “Now, look, Dekker, no cops!” he snapped. “I only want 
to find Cameron: I didn’t bump Hoffmann and I don’t know 
who did. When you see Cameron, you tell him he and me: 
ere still ae a deal. It- wasn’t the way 1 wanted it but I need 

at. 

He was as cunning as a sackful of rattlers and I needed 
my head read for falling for it..He made out like he was 
coming clean, laying it on the "ne, so I’d relax ‘a little. 
Which was just what I did, like a sap. 

- Next thing I knew I had a mouthful of bootheel aa I 
was somersaulting back down the-alley to crash against: that 
stock of crates. I should have: remembered that the French 
are expert in la savate, fighting with the feet. But when | I 
did remember. it, it was too late to do me any good. | 


Thad a pair of puffed-up, split lips, a suit headed for. 
the dry-cleaners and a lump on the back of my head where 
I'd hit the crates. I ‘still had. the Luger but I no longer had 
Rene Cloudet. 


He was gone and L was: left. cursing among the alley 
cats sniffing the garbage Cloudet had -spilleq from. the 
trash cans—all over me, 


That kick had packed more wallop than I'd figured. I 
tried to get up, my mouth feeling like a Zulu’s caught in a 
clothes wringer, my head pounding. My legs were like rubber 
and wouldn't hold me. I guess it was a good ten minutes- 
before I managed to shake the dizziness"and haul myself 
erect by the crates. I brushed the stinking garbage. down 
from my ruined suit and made a pass with my boot at an 
alley cat with washboard ribs. 


It spat at me and lumbered over to the. overturned 
trash-can, sniffing. 

IT managed to pick up the Luger and get it back under 
my arm. Then IL mopped my mouth and face over with my 
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handkerchief and figured I-could make the door of ‘the 
souvenir shop again. I was worried- about the old guy. 

“I stumbled to the door and fell inside. The old guy was 
at the sink in.the corner, running the tap over his head, He 
had a lump the size of an. ostrich egg on his sents and 
the skin had. broken and bled a little, 


He didn’t exactly give nié.a great big welcome. ‘But. he 
looked a bit happier when he saw my swollen mouth, and 
without a word I splashed water into my face and felt its 
coldness ease the numbing pain.in my lips. 


He handed me a towel silently. 


“Your wife is even more ugly than mine,” he muttered, 
tenderly touching his fingers to his head. 


“Sorry about that,” I said, using the towel. “Didn’t mean 
to get you hurt. Twenty francs cover it?” 


It covered it, He ‘beamed like a spotlight and motioned 
to the gas-ring where he had coffee boiling. I nodded. I 
could use some. I needéd a clear head from now on and 
right now that was something I didn’t have. I felt like I 
had an extra head but it wasn’t doing me any good: 


* Cloudet would be long gone now sq it wouldn’t be any 
use chasing after him. I sat down on a ricketty chair and 
sipped the hot black coffee. It burned the hell out of my 
mouth but I needed it bad. I also needed the aspirin the 
old guy gave me. - . 

. Ina half hour L was feeling ae. aiaia and apart from 
slurring my words a little my lips didn’t feel so bad: The old 
guy even called me a taxi and we parted good friends. He 
said as I went out to the. cab.: 


“When you again see your wife, kick her sites in the 
pants‘hard, sure?”’. 


. “Sure thing,” I told” him and gave the wide- -eyed cabbie 
the hotel address. 


I kept my handkerchief over my face: when I went 
through the lobby_and. rode the elevator up to my apart- 
-ment. Inside, I phoned room service for some icecubes and 
a bag and a few minutes later they were brought up by a 
little guy with tufts of hair standing out all over-his head, 

I tipped him and asked, “Where’s Hans?” 


Ne 
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_ He shrugged. “He left at short notice, meinherr.-He fell 
down the stars and injured his face, He said the risk of 
working here was too great and he resigned.” 


I nodded. At least something had gone right for-me}; 
Someone was scared enough of me to do what I told them. 


I held the ice pack over my‘mouth for a while and alter. 
hated it with hot water from the bathroom faucet. After a 
while the swelling went down and I could talk plainly again, 
That was important. I had a long-distance phone call to 
make and I wanted to make sure I would be understood. 
There couldn’t be any mistakes now. If there were they could 
prove fatal . 


" . But first I phoned Hank Cameron at the tavern at Wit- 
tenwassen. . 

T had little trouble getting through and then he finally 
came on the line, voice low and wary. 

“Yeah?” 

“Dekker, Hank, ” I told him and heard him breathe 
a long sigh of relief. “Franca get out to you okay?” 


“Sure, Carl, she’s here. Estelle brought her out. and she 
says they weren't followed. I managed to get Franca in one 
of the cabins up in the trees on the mountain. ‘She'll be safe 
enough there and Estelle is getting her some clothes to 
wear.” 


“What d’you think of her now you’ve seen her?” 


“She seems genuine enough. It looks like that Borg doll 
gave her a working over .... she’s been doing a lot of cussing 
about that. If ever she gets Marta Borg alone again, I 
wouldn’t want to be that Swede, big as‘she is.” ; 


“She show any. signs of recognition or surprise when 
‘she saw you?” ; 
“Nope, and I’ve never seen her before. I think maybe’ 


she was on the level with- you, Carl. But what’ve you 
learned?” 


“Only that Hoffmann had been meeting Cloudet here 
in the Borse and he told Marta Borg he had_a big deal 
coming up. I’m not sure,.but I don’t think Marta knows 
about the gold. Either that or she’s one hell of a good ace 
tress ... I’ve been’ talking with Cloudet, too.” 
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I- heard him suck in his ..breath. and then. there was a 
long silence, the wires. buzzing ono: I hung on and 
let him speak in his own good time. . 


“Cloudet, Carl,” -he Drealied, “How, in hell did you run 
into him, man?” ~ - ~ 


“He followed me from. Marta’s. place. He must’ve been 
watching. her apartment. Probably figured that, now that 
Hoffmann was dead she’d make:a move and lead him to 
aad the gold-is. I guess. he thinks she knows about the 

eal.” 


: “That sounds like you ‘don’t’ think he killed Hoffmann. 3 


“He says he didn’t. Not that that counts. for anything, 
but Cloudet’s a smart cookje. He wouldn’t bump Hoffmann 
before he got-his hands on-that gold: He wouldn't even. risk 
killing him and then searching the place in the hope he’d 
turn it up. Cloudet’s smarter. than that, Hank-He was':so 
smart he got me off-guard when I had. ‘him cold and kicked 
in my teeth and.got away. ES 

“Hell, you jumped him, Carl?” He sounded awe- etmek: 

_ “It was either that or wait until he got close enough to 
put a*shiv in my back. I got him in an alley but. I: didn’t 
learn anything. He said he wants, to ing you, that you la 
can still:do a deal.” 

“what the hell does that mean?” Hank asked, oe 
puzzled. “I’ve got nothing to do a deal with Cloudet. Once he 
finds me, all he’ll do is use me for target practice with that 
damn’ Astra of His.”. __ we 


“T figure he was just talking to get me off-guard. Which 
he did . « Well, that’s ali so far; Hank. I’ve got a couple of 
ideas J want to. follow up.and if my hunch turns out it 
won’t be long before all this is cleared up:” 

“What're you. on to, Carl?” 

“Just a: hunch I’m going to play. Keep your eye on 
Franc¢ca. Don’t let her wander off too far and don’t under- 
estimate Cloudet. ae psi - 

“Sure, Carl, I'll do “that—Hell, is that: the time, four 
o'clock? I'll: have to be operiing the library or I'l] get fired.” 
Then, as his voice changed, I could almost see him frown- 
ing more “Estelle Should’ ve been back: by-this time with 


- - Page’ Sixty-nine 


THE TEARFUL TIGRESS 


those clothes for Franca... . Listen, Carl: Estelle has a place 
in Neiderdorfstrasse near the Grossmunster Church. Number 
nine-seven-two. We. took Separate places so Cloudet wouldn’t 
be led to me. Think you could call around there and maké 
Sure she’s okay? If Cloudet’s on the prowl again he might’ve 
picked her up. If I.know that guy, he doesn’t like to be 
worked over and he’ll be crazy mad after you.jumped him, 
and he’s liable to do anything. Just. look in and make sure 
Estelle’s okay, huh?” He gave me her ‘phone number. 


“Sure, Hank. She ae already be on her way back to 
you. I'll call her first .. . be seeing you.” 


-I hung up and called Estelle’s number. I let the phone 
ring twenty times but there wasn’t any answer. She’d prob- 
ably left her place on her way back to Wittenwassen. 


Then-I asked the desk clerk to send up someone with a 
Rome telephone directory, and when it came I ran: through 
it and made a list of six numbers. It was going to cost me a: 
small fortune but the answers 'I got might just break this 
case wide open. 


I poured myself a long drink and pulled up a chair to 
the telephone table. Then I started putting the calls through, 
smoking, tapping my fingers irritably as I waited for the 
connections to be made. 


‘It was over.an hour anda half before I was through, 
but by that time I just about had the whole deal wrapped up 
and ready for packaging. ~ 


There were still a few answers to get and I figured the 
only way to do it would be to bluif. ‘The. only thing was, Rene: 
Cloudet didn’t bluff. 

There was a lot to be figured out and I needed fresh. 
air to clear my head. And the Inner Man needéd some 
nourishment that didn’t come out of a bottle. 


I showered and rubbed some cream into my mouth. It 
was ‘starting to bruise now but wasn’t so puffed as before, 
I got into another suit, strapped the gun harness on and 
left the apartment. : 

_. I walked slowly down the street: not hearing the rattle 
of the. traffic, hardly. seeing the winking neons, or the distant 
sheen of the Zurichzee. I passed the church and found a 
restaurant.across the street where I took ‘a table in the 
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garden out: back and ate. my way. through a heavy. meal 
which I hardly tasted. The last of thesun tipped the apie 
of St. Peter’ 8. Church and faded. from the Doldewald., 


I “pought: a pack of Swiss-made Philip Morris and ren 
over a brandy, smoking, thinking clearer now with seme food 
under my belt. and the fresh. ee: breeze ; eee the 
greenery of the garden. 


I thought I knew who had: killed Hoffman by the tine T 
called for ny check, paid it and went back out on to Nieder- 
dorfstrasse.-1 watched a woman across the. street. put, 4 
coloured: silk ‘scarf over her head and go into the: Gross 
munster Church. © oe 

Hank had said Estelle hade an. apartment: near here: Nine= 
seven-two. There was just.a chance she had returned from 
Wittenwassen and I figured she equild give me some answers. 


-I walked downtown, dodged across through the evening 
traffic and looked at. the street numbers on the grey stone. 
buildings...A half. block farther. on I found ‘Number Nine- 
seven-two. I stood outside: a long time,. staring at it, not 
wanting to go in really, reluctant to. start ‘shooting questions 
in case I got answers I didn’t like. 


- But. after those *phone calls to Rome, I knew whatever 
answers I got, I wouldn’t like them. I hadn't. even had to. call 
all my numbers. -béfore I knew I was the world’s prize sucker. 


I found Estelte’ 's name on the tenant’s board and rode a 
creaky elevator up to her floor. Her apartment. was. almost 
opposite the elevator cage. I knocked on the door, looking 
at the bottom to. see if a crack’ of ‘light showed ‘anywhere, 
but the passage lights were so. bright that I couldn’t be 
certain: whether there was alight inside or not. 


-No one answered the door after the ‘fourth ‘Khockiand I 
figured she must still be with Hank and ‘Franca and started: 
to turn back to the elevator. I was relieved in a way, putting 
off the inevitable. | 

-Then I hdd the idea that: maybe t could ‘take a “look 
around inside and come up with something bases would prove 
my. theories right or wrong. ‘ i‘ 

I went back to the door..The passage was ‘deserted. The. 
elevator creaked down on another Tun, T tried the. ‘deor, 
knob, not expecting. it to be unlocked. oo 
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It turned under my hand, 

I eased it’ around silently, leaned against the door and 
opened {t about a foot. There was not light inside. I slipped 
through_and closed it after me. I felt along the wall for the 
light switch, found it and. pressed it down. 

Lights glared at-me from the ceiling and I blinked 
momentarily. Then I could see the living room and I wished 
‘I'd never put the lights on. ~ 

Estelle Canning lay on her back in the middle of the 
carpet, eyes wide and glazed, staring unblinkingly up at the 
ceiling. - 

, There was blood on the front of her frock and on the 
carpet under her. — 

. ‘She’d been shot twiee in the chest and the calibre looked 
about that of a Beretta or, a Ladies’ Special. 
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So I didn’t get any answers from Estelle but there might 
still be.something in the apartment that would help me. At 
least the killer hadn’t torn the joint apart like he had Hoff- 
mann’s place. 

And maybe that wasn’t so good. Maybe the killer knew 
there was nothing incriminating here, but I had to be 
sure, so I started in ransacking, ‘hoping like hell no cops 
would show before 1 was through. 

There was nothing in. the living-room to help me, so 
I moved into the bedroom. The closet door was open and I 
rummaged among the clothes but didn’t come up with any- 
thing — except a fawn-coloured skirt on a hanger that 
looked like it belonged to a suit, only there was no jacket. 

The label inside the skirt told me it had been made in 
Rome, which was nothing I could use. On another hanger 
I found a chocolate-brown tailored suit jacket, but no skirt. 
It also looked like it had been made in Italy, being the same 
material as the other skirt. I didn’t know if it mearit any- 
thing or not but it looked a little strange to me. Not that 
I’m any expert on women’s clothing —. except maybe bikinis. 

There was one of those zippered plastic envelopes with 
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a half-dozen blouses inside on hangers to fool the moths. 
There was one empty hanger there, like a blouse had been 
taken. I went back and looked at Estelle’s body. She .was 
wearing a black banion frock. 

Then I returned to the bedroom and started on the 
drawers. Under some practically non-existent underwear 
I found a leather phetograph folder. 


Inside was a picture of Estelle and a big muscle-bound 
ape taken somewhere on the beach. Estelle in a bikini looked 
really something and the bikini was so brief I knew it. had 
to be either on the French or Italian Riviera where the shot 
was taken. 

The only other interesting thing about the picture apart 
from Estelle Canning was the guy. 

He was Ernst Hoffmann. 

I knew I had my link then and slipped ‘ie photo out of 
the folder and went back to the living room, stuffing the 
picture into my jacket pocket. ; 

But when I got there, it didn’t look like it was going to 
do me any good: 

Rene Cloudet was standing just inside the door with 
the big Astra in his hand. It was pointed at my bélly and my 
alimantary canal cringed. when I remembered he used 
dumdums. 

He didn’t have to tell me to put my hands up. ae shot 
up so fast they almost left my wrists. 

Cloudet stared at-me with all the friendliness of a boa- 
constrictor with a gastric ulcer. His lips were twitching under 
his beard and I’d-seen ‘happier sights than the look in his. 
eyes. He thrust his shoulders against the door, pushing 
himself erect. He padded across the room towards me like 
a tiger stalking a fawn, nostrils pinched and flaring alter- 
nately. breath hissing. . 

_ I stood my ground but by the look of Cloudet: Pd. not 
only.stand it, I’d be buried in it. 

. _He stopped a couple of feet from me, stiH not speaking. 
His left hand, shaking a little, reached out and yanked the 
Luger from the shoulder-harness. He pocketed my. gun and 
backhanded me across the face..1 stumbled. over. a. chair. 
He came at me like a runaway bulldozer, lifting: ‘the Astra 
to beat in my head. 
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On my knees, seeing the madness in his face, head ring- 
ing like: Big Beh at-high noon I snapped at him, 

_ “I. didn’t kill her, eioudett She was dead when I got 
ere.” 

All that got from him was a growl. It also got me a 
boot where it would ruin-my digestion. Gasing, wanting to 
throw-up, I héld my midriff and yelled at him as he came 
in again, too sick to try. and stop him. te 

“Use your head, you slob! Take a look at those bullet 
holes. They’re only about 25 calibre. I use a Luger and it’s 
the same as your Astra 9 millimetre!” 

He stopped right above me with the gun barrel swing- 
ing down towards my head. Then he stepped back swiftly 
and took a shuddering breath, -Some of the madness going 
from his eyes. 

He kept the gun pointing daw at me and flicked his 
eyes to Estelle’s bédy. 

“Her flesh is cold,” I told him, wincing at the pain in 
my belly. “She’s been dead a couple of hours.. .” 

He put his bleak eyes on me again. 

“Who did it?” he growled. “Cameron?” 

“Use your head,” I said, managing to pull myself up on 
to the chair. He didn’t stop me. That cannon in his mitt 
was all the guarantee he needed to know I wouldn't try to 
jump him, I would’ve, only I figured I'd got about fifty years 
more of Lifé left in me yet and I wanted to enjoy them 
and collect my old-age. insurance. “At about the time she 

-was killed, I was talking with Hank on the phone and he 
was a long way from here . . . Besides, he was going to 
marry her.” 

Cloudet gave me a look that would have triggered an 
A-bomb and mangled his bottom lip with his teeth. 

“You know who she was?” he asked finally. 

“I know who she said she was ... But I figured-her for 
your girl, You planted her on Hank.” 

He shook his head slowly. “She was my sister.” 

That clipped me like a falling tree. I hadn’t figured on 
anything like that. But now that I looked at him standing 
close to Estelle’s body, I could see the resemblance in build. 
They were both short and chunky ard I could see the same 
set of the eyes, the cast of the nose. 
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“She was passing herself off as an Englishwoman,” I 
said. “She fooled me, especially when she told me that faint 
aecent she. had was from being reared on the Continent 

. She was a lot prettier than you, Cloudet.” 

“He snapped his eyes around to me and I was surprised 
‘to see that they were moist. I was so surprised that if Krush- 
chev. had walked in right-then and told me\he’d just declared 
Russia a Democracy: with free Scotch for all, Pd have just 
‘nodded and asked him to make sure he closed the door after 
him on the way out. 


To see this cut-throat slob showing any kindof: concern,. 


especially grief, over anyone was like a smack in the kisser 
with a week-old mackerel. It was something I never believed 


could happen but here it was right before my eyes. Cloudet_ 
was as close to crying as he’d ever.get . ... and over his sister.. 


“Estelle was beautiful,” he told me huskily. “She had . 


poise and dignity. She belonged to a differént era, Dekker, 
She should have been a lady in the Royal Court of Louis. 


XIV... She was too good for any man living, especially that. 


swine ‘Hoffmann. She backed his act when it was a single, 
put all her money into it to build him up and. get him the. 


fame he wanted. He repaid her- by running out with the 


money and joining up with that Swedish cow. It was her. 


money that gave him his start and he left her heartbroken. 


She spent a year in a sanatorium before she got over it. By 


that time Hoffmann had reached the top and had toreouten 
she ever. existed. . 
“I did not know of what he had done until-a few months 


back when Estelle was discharged from the sanitorium and °: 


came down to me in Italy. I had not heard of her for over 
a year and I thought she must have married and wanted 
nothing more to do with her brother. She never really 
approved of me and my methods of making money. But I 
was glad when she turned to me when she left the 
sanitorium. I promised myself I would kill this Hoffmann, 


but I would make him suffer first. I would bring him to. 


the depths of degradation and poverty before I administered. - 


the coup de grace .. . I had some business affairs I could 


not leave immediately and I had to get them fixed before I 


could start out to take my revenge on Hoffmann. _,. . 
Unfortunately, I left it too late, even though our paths 
crossed and I saw the way clear to smash him as I wanted.” 
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“The gold bars?” I asked, cutting in briefly. 


He whipped his head up and glared at me. “Yes, the 
gold bars from the East. I was almost happy, Dekker, when 
I learned that Hoffmann had stolen those bars from me. I 
knew then I could crush him like a bug under my. boot. His 
greed had made him step outside the law at last and this 
was one time when I had a use for the law. I made certain 
that Hoffmann could not find a market for his gold any- 
where in Europe, so that he would have to come back to 
me to do a deal.-I was going to write off all that gold, Dekker, 
just to get my revenge on Hoffmann. He was at the top of 
the ladder, as successful as he could be in Europe. Possession 
of illegal gold would send him to jail for at least five years, 
And Italian jails are notorious spirit-breakers. I have a lot 
of friends behind the walls and they would have seen to it 
that Hoffmann had the roughest time possible. He would be 
broken, degraded and very likely insane by the time he was 
released’... And I would have been waiting outside the prison 
gates to finish him, I was willing to wait all those years, 
Dekker, to square my debt with Hoffmann, for I knew he 
would be going through a living hell in that prison. I’d have 
seen to that.” 


I’d known Cloudet was cold-blooded and capable of all 
kinds of torture but I didn’t think even he would go that 
far, hating a man so much that he didn’t want to kill him 
for years because Hoffmann’s suffering would have been 
ended too swiftly by a bullet. 


“And all because he broke your sister’s heart?” I asked. 
“But of course he couldn’t have known Estelle was your 
sister.” 


“No, he didn’t know that. If he had, he would never 
have tried to deal with me. You see, Dekker, I was with the 
Underground during the war. The Gestapo arrested Estelle 
and tortured her to find out where I was. She never told 
them, although they used every filthy trick they knew on her 

.. She took it-all and never told them where I was. I owe 
Estelle my life. That is why 1 hated Hoffmann so much for 
causing her breakdown. There was nothing I would not do 
for that girl. And now I will find her murderer and .. :” 


While he was telling me what he would do when: he 
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caught up with Estelle’s killer, I thought this threw a dif- 

ferent light on things. I’d figured Cloudet had been up here 

only to get his gold back. But it seemed he was willing to 

toss that to the cops just to get revenge on Hoffmann. He 

had been making a deal with Hoffmann, all right, but only 

nt double-cross him and rig a trap SO. the cops could nab 
m, 

And yet after Hoffmann’ s murder he still hung around 
Zurich and he’d been following Hank about, watching 
Marta’s place, trailing me. He was still after something and 
I figured it must be the gold. Now that he couldn’t use it 
to fix Hoffmann the _way he’d wanted, he probably wanted to 
get it back. 

His hand smacked me across the face suddenly, nearly 
breaking my neck. I rocked on the chair and looked up at 
him startled. 

“Answer me!” he yelled. “I asked you where is Hank 
Cameron?” . 

“What d'you want with Hank? He doesn’t have your 
gold — or the Custom’s gold.” 

“where. is he?” he snarled between his teeth. “I want 
him, Dekker. I've got to find him. You can take me to 
him.” | 

“I could but I won’t, There’s been enough killing, 
Cloudet.” 

He hit me again. | He went. on hitting me for quite a 
‘while. | 

I woke up in the bathroom with my head under the. 
cold water faucet. I nearly drowned in the force of water. 
but Cloudet held me there until I thought I’d black-out 
again. Then he dragged me back savagely and dumped me on 
the bathroom floor. He’d sure worked me over good. 

I felt-like something that had been through a roller-mill 
and then pounded under a thirty-pound sledge. 

He was still waving the Astra in my face and he was. 
white at the mouth now. 

“You will take me to Hank Cameron, Dekker,” he told’ 
me in a deadly, trembling voice, “Or I will kill you. Then I 
will leave here and I will go to Marta Borg’s place and kill 
her. So you have her life. on your conscience as well as your 
own, Dekker. She will live and perhaps you, too, if you take 
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me to Cameron. If you do not, you will surely die and I 
promise you Marta’s will not be an easy death.” 

He had me and he knew it. 

Cloudet wasn’t. fooling. I knew he wouldn't kill me until 
I'd told him where to find Hank. But he’d sure as hell kill 
Marta if he said so, Then he’d start working on me again . 

I figured I could save everyone a lot of grief by telling 
him what he wanted to know. On the way across the lake 
or out at Wittenwassen, there was a chance.I could turn 
the tables on him. Just sitting here with hin waving a gun 
in my face, I didn’t have any hope of getting out of this. 

“All right, Cloudet, I'll take you to him.” 

He eased back slowly, a crooked grin twisting his lips. 

“Just tell me where ‘he is,” he said. 

“Uh-uh ...I do that and you’ve got no further use for 
me. I'l] take you to him. You’ll never find him alone.” 

-He cursed me but dragged me to my feet by my sodden 
shirt front, I was going to have one hell of a tailor’s bill after 
this deal was through, I figured, if I went on ruining clothes 
at the rate I was going. 

My legs were rubbery and I swayed a bit getting out into 
the living room. He motioned to a cellarette with some 
Scotch on it. 

“Drink some,” he told me. “It will keep you going. “Ido 
not want you passing out on me in the street.” 

That made two of us and I hit myself with a full tumbler 
of Scotch. I gaggeq but got it down in a few slow gulps and 
then ran a comb through my wet hair. I saw my face in the 
mirror and thought it would never be the same again. It 
looked like I’d been in a car-wreck and they’d had to cut 
me loose with oxy-torches. 

We left Estelle on the floor, covered with a rug. 

I’d taken aboard enough Scotch to float the Queen Mary 
and it had a kick like a swipe with a power-shevel. I was 
feeling about as healthy as Superman by the time we'd 
walked down to the Seefeld Quai, Cloudet sticking close, 
his Astra in the pocket of his trenchceat, boring a hole in my 
ribs. 

‘But I wasn’t feeling bulletproof like Superman, so I 
didn’t try anything smart. Not that I really wanted to now. 
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I knew Cloudet wouldn’t try shooting me in the street, and 
maybe I could have made a run for it and gotten away but 
I didn’'t.want that. I wanted to-get them all together — all 
the pieces of the jigsaw — and I thought I'd come up with 
the answer to everything. 

Whether I lived long enough - " realise, it or not was 
another thing. — 

. “Where are you. taking me?” Cloadet snapped suddenly, 
as we neared the end: of the Quai. “You try anything smart, 
Dekker, and If’: 

“Relax, Little ‘Gaesar, ” J. told him. “We’re going across 
the lake. We need a water-taxi to do that. That’s why we’re 
out here.” 

He frowned but didn’t say anything more. 

There were several launches tied up at the taxi dock 
and I led the way aboard the nearest one and -told the guy in 
‘roll-neck sweater and denims to take us to Wittenwassen. 

We took a seat and he cast off, roared. the motor and 
drifted until he could-turn and then gave her the gun, the 
bows lifting from the water with the surge of power. 

. “Wittenwassen,” Cloudet repeated, shouting. against the 
noise of the motor. “What is it? This better not be any kind 
of a trick.” 

“It’s no trick,” I yelled back at-him. “It’s a cove on the 
other side of the .lake. We'll find Hank Cameron there... 
But only if you know. where to look.” 

He gave me a hard glare and settled back in the seat, the 
gun still boring into my. side. It was too noisy for talk and 
I. figured that Cloudet and me had just about. run out of 
talk. 

Besides, I wanted to think and the rush of wind in my 
face helped clear my head and stirred the grey matter. 

. The whole deal had taken a new turn now since Cloudet 
had made.his own part in it clear. The theory I’d been work-~ 
4ng on could he tossed overboard now and I'd have to come 
up with a new one. 

. By the time the lights of. the tavern in the cove came 
into sight over the launches bows, I’d come up with one. It 
wasn’t all that different to the other, but with a couple of 
new twists. It would. all depend on how things. went at Wit- 
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tenwassen and if I could turn the conversation into a ccraln 
channel... 

The launch lost way Suddenly and we slid into the pier. 
The cabbie gripped the planks and held the boat, steady 
while we climbed out. I turned to Cloudet.. 

“You standing the fare across?” I asked. 

“Pay him and let’s get up to Cameron!” he growled. 

I shrugged: and paid‘ the cabbie. "He wanted to know if 
he’d wait but Cloudet told him no. I gidn’t ‘think that 
looked good.for me. But there were othe ‘launches tied- up 
at the pier, anyw 

The eabbie turned: back across. the Yake anq I led the 
way -along the. pier towards the lantern-lit lawns of the 
tavern: I didn’t figure. we'd: find Hank in the. library at this 
time and he’d told me e earlier he had a cabin out ne. back, 
Number Five. = = ~< 

_\we skirted’ the drinking, singing crowds at. the open- -air 
beér garden and went into’ ‘the shadows behind the tavern. 
Cloudet moved closer’ to me when we hit the darkness and 
he put more pressure on the gun, ‘ 

“Don’t get any ideas about running,” he growled against 
my ear.:.- 

SL, couldn't run water from a tap the way I feel right 
now,” I told him, figuring it wouldn’t hurt any to have him 
think’ I was weaker than I was. 

I saw: the lines of cabins up the slope fnaide the firs 
of the foothills and led the way there up a paved path. 
Number.Five was in darkness and there was‘no answer to my 
knock.. 

-Cloudet was getting “impatient now, thinking I was 
giving him the runaround. 

- “Maybe he’s in the tavern,” I said. 

“And maybe somebody’s going to get a broken back,” 
he hissed, leaning on the gun and almost cracking. my spine. 
“Tm getting the.idea you are pulling something, ‘Dekker. I 
don’t like that idea. It’s not a smart one: I sHould’ve beaten 
it out of you back in Estelle’s place...” , 

He cut. ‘off. abruptly as a voice came to us from the next 
cabin, a few yards. up the Slope from where we were standing. 


aN 
i _ “But! ‘she doesn’ t answer her ‘phone and ‘she’ should've 
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been here long ago ... Why the hell doesn’t Carl call me, 
too? , 
It was Hank, of course, and he sounded as frantic as an 
- expectant father when his wife’s time comes at two-a. m. and 
there’s no gas.in the car. 

I remembered then he’d said he’d gotten Franca a cabin 
out here, so maybe it was her place hé was in. Cloudet had 
recognised Hank’s voice, too, and he shoved me up the 
slope roughly. 

He hurried me along, hitting me hard on the shoulder 
with the heel of his hand so that I went most of the way 
stumbling like a guy who’s been locked up all night in a 
distillery. 

He grabbed me as I lifted my -hand to knock on the 
door. 

He pinned me against the wall with his gun barrel and 
used his left hand to turn the door knob. He lifted his foot 
and kicked the door open, grabbing my jacket and heaving 
me inside. 

I stumbled to my knees and heard Cloudet come in 
behind me, kicking the door closed. 

Across the room, sitting on the edge of a bed, were 
Franca and Hank, the colour of a’ couple of over-ripe cheeses 
when they saw Cloudet with the Astra in his hand. 

There was lipstick smeared al] over Hank’s face, It was 
the same shade as Franca was wearing. 
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I got to my feet slowly and went over and leaned against 
the wall. The other three didn’t seem to notice me, They 
were intent on each other. 

Especially Cloudet and Franca Podesta. She was as 
white as an albino’s ghost with leukemia, trembling when 
she saw the face of the bearded French killer, Hank didn’t 
look any happier than a guy waiting for the. nine o’clock 
walk either. 

The silence in the room was heavy enough is ‘sink a 
battleship. 

I broke it — aid the tension — by saying, 

.“I don’t think introductions are necessary. Everyone 
knows everybody.” 

Hank stood up, swallowed and frowned over at me. 

. “I don’t get this, Carl,” he stammered. “You! Why in 
hell did you lead Cloudet to me? You knew I was hiding out 
from him.” 

“You were hiding out from a lot of things, Hank, iT 
told him. “Including Hoffmann’s murder.” 

Cloudet stiffened. Hank’s mouth dropped open and 
Franca chewed at her lip, starting to worry now. © 
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“Y¥-You’re crazy, Carl!” Hank shouted suddenly, “I 
never killed Hoffmann! Sweet. Peter, whee do you think 
Iam? I don’t even carry a gun.” 

“You ‘didn’t have to. You used Franca’ 's. That little 
Beretta with her name engraved on the barrel. It’s locked in 
a drawer in my apartment right now. Franca was there 
when you killed him. She had that gun in her handbag. I 
saw the oi] stains on the lining but didn’t wake up to what 
they were for a long time. Maybe she gave you. the gun or 
maybe you just snatched it from her and let Hoffmann have 
it. I don’t think you went there with the intention of killing 
him. Hank, but he got you so mad, you blew your stack 
and let him have it. Then yeu went ehede the apartment 
like a hurricane, trying to find the gold .. . It wasn’t there, 
of coursé.” . 

“You’re nuts!” Hank yelled, sweating now. “Why in 
blazes would I kill Hoffmann? I wanted that gold, sure. You 
know why, I told you. Without that I couldn’t get back to. the 
top again and my boss in Rome would have fired me and 
had me blacklisted . is 

“You don’t work for any detective agency in Rome or 
any place else, Hank, “I told him wearily. “I made some. 
phone calls. I’ve got a lot of friends in Rome, on newspapers 
and in the biggest detective agencies there. They knew you 
all right, but you aren’t any private-eye. Not any more you’re 
not. You're in the smuggling racket for yourself. Handling 
dope and illegal gold.” 

Hank bared his teeth and stared at me a long time. 
Then he cursed me. 

“Damn you, Carl,” he hissed. “I should’ve known you 
were too damn’ smart for me. I should have left you out of 
it altogether and worked some other way to.get that gold 
back ... But what you know isn’t going to do you any good. 
Not with Cloudet here. He'll kill us all.” 

_ “Of that you can be sure, Cameron,” Cloudet said quietly. 
“But your’s will not be an easy death. You cheated me out 
of my revenge on Hoffmann, but no one will cheat me out 
of my revenge on you...I see by your face you know what 
I mean. Franca has no ‘doubt told you that Estelle was my 
sister.” 

Hank nodded. “Yeah, she told me... Where is she? Why 
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didn’t you make it Old Home Week and bring her along? 
There’s room for everybody.” 

Hank’s tone was bitter but Cloudet’s eyes slitted ‘and 
I thought for a moment he was going to let Hank have it 
right then. 

“She-is dead and you. know a ”” Cloudet growled. “You 
killed her, you swine.” 

“No!” Hank yelled when he saw the fury on.the French- 
man’s face. “I never killed her! I swear it!” 

“I told you I was talking to Hank on the phone at about 
the time Estelle was killed, Cloudet,” I cut in, “He couldn't 
have shot her.” . 

“Then who did?” Cloudet snapped. “Franca? Was it 
her?” 

“Maybe it was you,” I said quietly. “Maybe. you killed 
her because she double-crossed you, wouldn't lead you to. 
Hank because she was in love with him...” 

He started for me, eyes blazing, and ‘that was what I 
wanted. I’d wanted to get him blind raging mad so he’d 
make a mistake and I could tangle with him and maybe get 
my hands on that gun. But he must’ve figured it that way, 
too, and he suddenly stopped and stepped back out of 
reach where he could cover the three of us. 

“No you don’t, Dekker,” he said. “I won’t make that 
mistake again. You seem to know a lot about this deal. Why 
don’t you amuse us and tell us your theories? I’ve got plenty 
of time now I’ve got all three of you under my gun and I need 
a little time to think up something special for_ Cameron, 
here .. Tell us about it, Dekker.” 

“I won’t be telling you anything you don’t know—none 
of you. You've all played me for a sucker right down the line 
and I’ve got no one to blame but myself for falling for it. 
I’ve pieced it together from those calls I made to Rome and 
a few things I’ve learned here..This is how it was: 

“Hank made @ mistake years ago that set the skids under’ 
him and he hit. the booze. His binge lasted a few years, 
finally, it tapered off, but only because he was picked up one 
night in a gutter suffering from alcoholic poisoning. He was 
taken to hospital and spent months getting treatment for it. 
Then he had some time in a sanatorium convalescing. That 
was where he met-Estelle. She was recovering from a break- 
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down caused by her smash-up with Hoffmann. Estelle was a 
different woman to when she went in there. She was hard 
now, ‘bitter if you like; against the raw deal she’d been 
handed. She wanted to hit back at the world, if you want to 
dramatise tt, or if you want it cold, she was going to make 
some easy money no matter who she stepped on doing it. 


“Hank was just the guy to help her. From his detective 
days he had plenty of underworld: contacts all through 
Europe and Estelle knew quite a few methods of distributing 
dope and marketing smuggled gold. She’d learnt them from 
you, Cloudet, although she hadn’t approved of you in those 
days. So Hank and Estelle set up in business, in Paris. Then 
they- widened their operations and took in Italy when they 
found it was easier to pick up gold from the East there, as 
the planes landed at Rome and it was close to the border of 
Switzerland. They could market it here and stash the dough 
in the Swiss banks, who are notorious for not lookig@@heyond 
the .money they receive. Even the mobsters in S€ “States 
bank their loot over here. 

“She wanted nothing to do with her brother, He had too 
many killings chalked up against him and she Knew some 
time he would be picked up on them. That made him too 
dangerous to associate with. Franca there was a junkie. 
I don’t know what her particular addiction was .. . heroin, 
coke, it doesn’t matter. But she was one of their clients. And 
in her job as reporter she met Ernst Hoffmann, a guy who 
travelled all over Europe with his juggling act. To keep in 
good with Hank — who was the only one she’d had contact 
with, she’d never set eyes on Estelle—and to make sure her 
supplies were kept up, she put it to Hank to use Hoffmann 
for distributing the dope. He was the perfect choice, moving 
from one city to another. and he éarried his Indian Clubs 
everywhere he went. .. This is only a guess, but the way I 
figure it was. Some of ‘his clubs were hollow and he carried 
the dope in them; he was the kind of guy who'd do anything 
for an easy buck. So Hoffmann was in on the deal. 

“Then Hank got word about this shipment of gold 
coming from Karachi to Cloudet’s organisation in Rome. He 
got the idea of hi-jacking it, getting ambitious to corner the 
European market for himself and put Cloudet out of business. 
So he brought Hoffmann in on the deal, planning to use him 
to get the gold out of the country the same way as he got 
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the dope out. Hank told’ me some malarkey ‘about the 
Customs forgetting to lock the gold up, but I didn’t believe 
even the Italian Customs were that lax. No, Hank and Hoff- 
mann jumped the crew smuggling the gold and got it into 
Hoffmann’s baggage. It wouldn't go in his clubs, so I figure 
he had a sercet compartment in his trunks. In a trunk 
load of clubs, another twenty pounds wouldn’t be noticed by 
the Customs and Hoffmany got preferential treatment 
wherever he’ went because he was a top artist. 


“Hank arranged to meet Hoffmann in Zurich, but Hoff- 
mann pulled a fast one and took his act to Paris and Berlin, 
still carrying the gold. Hank and Estelle had to do something 
about it, so Estelle went to Cloudet and told him what 
Hoffmann had done to her previously. She knew Cloudét 
would do anything. for her, and she also told him that she 
had information that Hoffmann was the man who had hi- 
jacked Cloudet’s gold. It was simple for Cloudet. He tight- 
ened the market so Hoffmann couldn’t get rid of it to anyone 
but him and Hoffmann finally landed in Zurich and con- 
tacted Cloudet, telling him he would do a deal on the gold. 


“Hank and Estelle were already in Zurich and- they 
ganged up on Hoffmann, but he wouldn’t play. He Kept tell- 
ing them he’d already gotten rid of the gold. He was too big 
a personality at the time for them to risk bumping him and 
they needed that gold. And when Cloudet appeared, Hank 
got worried. So he sent for me, knowing I'd help him out for 
old time’s sake if he spun me a good yarn. He did and I fell 
for it. I was hot for helping him get those gold bars. off 
Hoffmann because I figured it would give him the break he 
needéd and put him back on top again. But he couidn’t 
be certain until he saw me, so he had Franca come up on 
the plane with me and stick close, making sure I was going 
to play along, Franca spinning me that yarn about Hoff- 
mann ditching her to marry Marta Borg, getting my sym- 
pathy so she. could stick close all down the line. 


“Hank met Franca at the Bellerive when she got here 
and they went to Hoffmann together, Hank making a last 
play, trying to use’Franca to get out of Hoffmann where he 
had the.gold. He knew Hoffmann had a soft spot for Franca, 
but it didn’t work. Hoffmann laughed at her and Hank blew 
his top, grabbed Franca’s gun and killed Hoffmann. He was 
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being crowded by ..Cloudet. and desperate, but he hadn't 
meant to bump Hoffmann before he got the gold. 

“It. was. done and he. had to make. the best, of it, so he 
sent Franca to me with that story about. Hoffmann being 
killed with her gun but. already»dead when she got there. I 
Was a-sucker again and went back to that apartment to get 
the gun and Franca’s. handbag. That was so Hank would 
have something to pressure. me with if I refused to.help him 
get the gold back. He wanted my. prints,on the gun and in 
the apartment ‘and then he could threaten to tell the cops 
I'd killed Hoffmann unless I stayed in line. He sent the cops 
to the joint while I was there. He was watching it, saw me 
go in, gave me time to get the things and then called the 
cops so I’d be just leaving when they came. That was to get 
them interested in a guy of my description so hig blackmail 
woulg be more effective. f 

““Cloudet was still around and that had even Estelle 
worried. She hadn’t told. Hank who she was or that she’d 
called Cloudet in, She’d:figured Cloudet would just come up 
with a couple. of strong boys, beat out of Hoffmann’ where 
the gold was, and then she and Hank could move in and get 
it first. But things went wrong when Marta Borg snatched 
Franca from my place and beat her up because she thought 
Franca had killed Hoffmann. Cloudet was watching Marta’s 
place, thinking she was in the deal with Hoffmann, and he 
saw me there and knew then I was working with you, Hank. 
So he followed me hoping I’d lead him to you. He wanted 
you bad because by now he'd figured out Estelle was working 
with you and you'd been the guy who'd actually. hi-jacked 
that gold. He knew Estelle had double-crossed him but he 
wasn’t so concerned with that, She’d saved his life during 
the war and he wouldn’t harm her. But you, Hank, the guy 
who led her into this racket, who stole his gold, you were the 
guy Cloudet really wanted now that Hoffmann was dead. 


“He decided to try once more with Estelle and see if she 
would lead you to him ‘tonight, ‘But when he got there, ‘he 
found her dead and me in the apartment . Right here 
I'd better tell you that Franca had had dealings with Cloudet 
before you started up: in opposition te. him. I guess. he 
supplied her with drugs at one time, maybe they even meant 
something to each. other. Anyway, Franca knew. he had a 
sister, Estelle, and when she Saw: -her in the gah outside -of 
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Marta’s she recognised her. When she got here to you, Hank, 
and Estelle went back to her apartment to get some clothes 
for Franca, Franca told you your partner was Cloudet’s 
sister. That was the first you knew of it and you panicked, 
thinking- Estelle had sold you out to Cloudet, that he’d 
planted her on you for some obscure reason and was going 
to get you for keeps. You knew I was due to call you at any 
time and you needed an alibi, So you stayed to take the call, 
telling me Franca was safely hidden in a cabin up the hill. 
That alibied you both. But you were lying. Franca wasn’t 
here. You’d sent her back across the Lake to kill Estelle, 
promising her Estelle’s share for doing it . 


There was an animal grow} suddenly fon Cloudet and 
he swung the gun on Franta. 

“You Killed Estelle,” he hissed. “You—and Cameron put 
you up to it!” 

~ “Cloudet, wait!” I shouted.as Franea screamed but the 
scream was drowned in the roar of the Astra. 

Franca was lifted completely off the bed under the drive 
of the slug and flung hard against the wall. Hank dived over 
the bed after her, wrenching at the drawer of a bureau. He 
spun around. with another Beretta in his hand as Cloudet 
shot again. Hank's Beretta spat flame and lead as he was 
hammered down under Cloudet’s slug and Rene Cloudet 
grabbed at his side and dropped to his kneés. 


I kicked the smoking Astra from his hands and grabbed 
my: Luger from his.coat -pocket. He sobbed and spread out 
on his face. But he wasn’t dead, and I heaved him over on to 
his back. He was pretty badly hurt but he would live to face 
a gold-smugegling charge and a double-murder rap. He 
would live just long enough for a trial and then the noose 
would settle over his neck and his particular brand of evil 
would be wiped out for a time. 


The underworld’s always scared when one of the big 
boys. gets it in the neck. 

I bandaged his side roughly and his hot eyes opened 
and looked up into my face, glazing over. 

“They both—dead, Dekker?” ' 

““You hit them with dumdums, didn’t you?” T snapped. 
“T haven’t looked. I don’t figure there’ 3.any need to.” -: 
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He nodded his head slowly. 

“It had to be the way you told it,” he muttered. “Had 
to be that way — But how did you know Franca killed 
Estelle?” 

' “By the clothes she’s wearing. She only had that pink 
outfit the cops knew about when she came here. Estelle had 
given her a raincoat and hat to hide them. I found that 
raincoat and hat back in Estelle’s closet before you came, 
although it didn’t register then, and also a fawn suit skirt 
with the jacket missing and a cholocate-brown jacket with 
the skirt missing. Franca is wearing the fawn jacket and 
chocolate-brown skirt. I guess she just made the combina- 
tion on the spur of the moment, but it was a pointer that 
she’d been to Estelle’s since Hank had spoken to me on 
the phone .. . But why did Estelle keep her relationship to 
you secret, even from Hank, Cloudet? Why take another 

“She didn’t really. Canning is her name. She is only my 
half-sister. My mother married twice and Estelle was the 
child of her second husband, an Englishman named:-Canning . 

. you were right about: Franca and I having meant some- 
thing to each other one time, Dekker. I had even thought of. 
marrying her and then I found out she took dope and drop- 
ped her. Like Estelle, I, too, was. disillusioned and bitter. 
After I was washed up with Franca, I started in the rackets. 
She’d known Estelle from the goed: ‘days, before either of us. 
mixed in vice. 

“Funny, isn’t it, the way it ran in the family? ... 
Cameron was a fool killing Hoffmann. He might have got 
away with it and taken that gold from me if he hadn’t 
done that and planned to frame it on you unless you toed 
the line. In fact, we’d have all been better off if you had 
never been brought into it... By the way, where is the 
gold? Funny, I don’t seem to care much now: I don’t seem to 
care about anything now that Estelle’s dead. You wouldn’t 
think a guy like me could feel indebted to anyone, would 
you? But I knew the hell Estelle went through for me with 
the Gestapo and I never forgot. I’ve done some pretty lousy 
things in my time, but I never forgot she saved my life. ..;” 

“That’s something in your favour, Cloudet,” I told. him. 
“About the only thing I know of... You'll hang, you realise 
that? They’ll get you for killing Franca and Hank. You're 
finished.” 
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” He nodded numbly, grimacing as pain lanced through 
re ope ee! 

“But the gold — you haven’t told me. where i¢* is, 
Dekker . 

ia | don’t know, but maybe I can find it. You remember 
when we came. here and heard Hank’s voice in this cabin 
shouting about why didn’t she call or why didn’t she come 
here? That wasn’t Estelle he was talking about. He knew. 
she was already dead.” 

He frowned, holding on to consciousness, trying to 
understand what I was telling him. He gripped his wounded 
side and went into a paroxysm of coughing. Gagging for 
breath, his voice sounding HEE a saw cutting through a rusty 
nail, he asked. 

; “Th—then who? What did: he mean? Who was he ex- 
pecting?” 

“There’s only one ‘person he could’ve meant,” I said 
slowly, only then working it out for. myself. “Marta Borg.” 

. “Marta?” He coughed, trying to sit up but he couldn't 
make it. “You mean she was in it all along? She was in it 
with Hoffmann?” 

“Maybe. I don’t know. It sounds like Hank had called her 
or vice versa and they had some deal on about the gold and 
he was expecting her to show up here with it... She hasn’t 
come, sO maybe she’s met trouble or she’s running out. I’ll 
have to get back there and try and stop her.” 

“You're a fool, Dekker,” Cloudet wheezed, his hand grip- 
ping my wrist. “You'll stop her, or tell the cops the whole 
story and tHey’ll stop her . . Either way you'll never ‘touch 
that gold. You’re a damn’ fool. You could be rich. But you 
won’t touch that gold; your kind never does. You'll die poor.” 

“Why die rich?” I asked. “You can’t take your bank 
account with you. . You can’t. buy anything once they: screw 
the coffin lid down, Cloudet.” 

He stared at me in surprise. 

“Damned if I ever thought of it that way before... 
and my ambition was to die a millionaire! Hell, what good 
would if have done me? I got plenty, Dekker, but I’m a long 
way from being a millionaire. But what’s the difference? 
One buck or a million . . - You’re dead and they both mean 
exactly nothing to you.”. 
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I stood up suddenly, pocketing the Luger. I looked down 
at him, saw the grey, drawn face and the pain in his eyes. 
I gtanced towards the huddled bodies of Franca and Hank. 
They’d died and that gold was no more use to them | than 
the coffins they’d be buried in. 

“T’ll call the cops from the tavern and have someone 
come up here and take care of you, Cloudet,” I said. “I’ve 
got to get going after Marta.” 

I started to turn for the cabin door but his rasping voice 
called me back. 

“Look, Dekker.” There was a plea in his eyes, desperate, - 
his last: try. “If I live there’ll only be a hell of a lot of trouble. 
Extradition, a long trial, scandal all over the papers and 
Estelle’s name will be smeared. No one but you Knows she 
was my sister. This is the last thing I can do for her. Reeve: 
me the Astra and I'll finish it my way.” : 

I didn’t jump more than a foot. 

“What? What good’ll that do?” I asked. 

“The Swiss cops ain’t dumb .. They’ll find the three of 
us. here. They’ll figure it. They'll find the gun that killed 
Estelle in Cameron’s hand. They’ll find slugs from my gun 
in the bodies and it’ll look like I killed them and then 
finished myself. I live at ‘seventy-nine on the Borse. You 
ean plant the gun that killed Hoffmann there in one of my 
drawers and that’ll wind up the whole deal, nice and neat, 
no smearing, no months in jail.” 

I shook my head. . : 

“No dice, Cloudet. That way. your organisation - will still 
operate in Italy. It’ll carry on without you; they’ll still 
spread around their dope and sin..The cops get their hands 
on you and they’ make you talk and they'll smash your 
organisation. Estelle was no better than you. She ran dope, 
too. Why shouldn’t her name be smeared? She belonged 
under the same rock you crawled out of ... The lot of you 
are scum and the more publicity given to you, showing 
people what you're really like, the better.” 

He spat at me but missed by a couple of inches. He tried 
to sit up, eyes wide, mouth working in silent obscenities. But 
the effort was too much for him. He fell back unconscious. 

I picked. up the gun carefully from near Hank’s hand 
and locked ‘it in the bureau drawer, with the Astra, Then, 
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tanking the key with ‘me, I locked’ the cabin. door and ran 
back down the slope towards the tavern. 

They were still singing and dancing,- the. orchestra 
making a hell of a noise and I knew they -wouldn’t ‘Haye 
heard the shots down here. 


But the gaiety soon went out of the evening *when - t 
stumbled -into: the beer garden and asked around until I 
found the tavern manager, a fat sweating puy with a Hitler 
moustache, I told him what was in the cabin up the slope 
and he started to shake like a jelly in a gale. 

I told: him to call the cops and get someone guarding the 
cabin. I left him sputtering and ran down’ to the pier. 

I jumped into the nearest boat, a ‘dinghy fitted with an 
outboard and a few minutes later I was puzzing my way back 
across the lake toward the lights of Zurich. 

Marta Borg’s apartment on Badenerstrasse was in ‘dark- 
ness when I paid off the cabbie ‘at the door. On a sudden 
impulse; I yelled at him as he started to drive off. 

‘ “You better wait,” I told him, “Maybe my friend isn’t 
ome.” 

I dived into the lobby and sprinted up. the stairs to 
Marta’s door. I hammered on it, then jiggled the knob, and 
the door swung inwards into darkness, I got ‘the Luger out 
beforé I switched on the lights. 

I was through taking chances. 

The place was empty. I went into the bedroom. All the 
closets were-open and empty, the bed had been stripped of 
linen and there was a smell of insect spray. It looked like 
she’d checked out. : 

I ran back down thestairs into the lobby and crossed 
to the disapproving desk. clerk. Z 

“Fraulein Borg,” I panted. “There’s no ‘answer upstairs 

is she out?” . . 

“You are a friend of Fraulein Borg’s” he asked in 
precise English, ‘looking down his nose at me. 

“Yeah—I’m the guy she’s supposed to marry and we're 
all waiting at the church,” I snapped. “Now, come on, where 
is she?” . 

He blinked and stepped back a pace, about all . ‘the 
surprise he would ever show over anything, I figured.  - 

“Fraulein Borg checked out an hour ago,” he-told mé 
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in an awed voice. “y got her a ticket:on the night flight to 
Lorne.” 

“when’s it leave?” I cut in impatiently. 

. He glanced at his watch. “In thirty minutes,” he 
whispered. 

I cursed and dived out through the doors, slamming into 
a fat American tourist couple and sitting the guy on his 
backside on the sidewalk. As I dived into the taxi and waved 
the driver off, I heard the tourist yell angrily. 

“These goddam foreigners!” he wailed to the old dame 
as she tried to get him on his feet. “No manners at all . 
Not like Americans . 

I gnawed my- fingernails down to the elbows on the way 
out to Dubendorf, urging the driver to cram more speed out 
of his. ‘heap. He shrugged and leaned back so I could see 
he already had his foot hard down on the gas pedal. 

I sat back and chewed a cigarette to shreds. 

We réached the airport gates and the taxi rocked to a 
stop. I shoved a fistful of dough under the driver’s nose 
and ran into the terminal. There was a big crowd there, 
passengers on the Lorne flight, friends seeing them off, 
others there to meet the night plane from Paris. I wondered 
how the hell Td ever find Marta Borg in this tangle: — 

I had an idea. I shoved my way to the baggage counter 
and buttonholed a guy there writing up manifests. 

'. “Listen, there’s a Miss Marta Borg on the flight out to 
Lorne, due to leave in ten minutes. She hired a car from my 
firm yesterday and forgot to return the keys. We’ve got to 
get them back . . ..Can you put a call over the loud-hailer 
and ask her to come to the counter here?” : 

“Which hiré-car firm, sir?” he asked cagily. 

I ‘gave him the name of.a firm that has branches in 
every country in Europe and I figured that would be safe 
‘enough. He nodded, satisfied, and- picked up a mike. 

He called for Fraulein Borg, Mam’selle Borg, Miss Borg, 
Signorina Borg, to please come to the baggage counter. He 
asked her in four languages. 

A few. minutes passed and no sign of Marta. I slipped 
him a note and he tried the mike again. 

This time it got results. I saw her statuesque figure com- 
ing through the curious passengers at the field ee of the 
termina] building. 
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“Thanks, buddy,” I told the guy at the. mike. “T see her 
now. I'll get her . 

She saw me coming towards her, stopped dead, hest- 
tated a moment and started to run. towards the gate leading 
to the tarmac and the plane warming up there. 

I caught her just before she got to the aisle leading’ ‘to 
the gate. She spun around. panting, her eyes ‘wide. Bad 

“Let -mé go!” she hissed. “T have a plane to catch. You'll 
make me miss it ...... 

“Let’s talk baby,” I told her, .dragging her. over against 
the building out of the circle of lights. I pinned her against 
the wall. “Right. Where is it?” 

“Where’s what? What are you talking about?” she 
snapped, breathing hard, her perfume slamming . into my 
nostrils. 

_“The.gold, baby, the gold!” 1 gritted. “Hank was ‘expect- 
ing you out at Wittenwassen, but you didn’t show up . ... You 
called him, didn’t you, telling him you’d found the gold in 
Hoffmann’s things?” 

She relaxed suddenly and a smile. tugged at her mouth, 

“Yes, I did. He offered to buy it from me but said he 
couldn’t show himself in Zurich, I’. have to bring it to him. 
I said I would. I’d accidentally discovered a false bottom in 
the Indian Club trunk Ernst and I used, and when I saw the 
gold I knew this had been where his big money was coming 
from. I knew Hank Cameron had been bothering him over 
something and so I called him, telling him I had the gold 
but not really knowing if he knéw of the gold or not.” — 

“How'd you know where he was?” I shot at her. “He was 
hiding out. No one knew he was at Wittenwassen.” 

She looked surprised. “I knew . . . I took my.act there 
one night when we weren’t working the Bellerive. Just my- 
self, for a few extra frafics. I performed in their beer 
garden. I saw Hank-Cameron there.” 

I-shook my head slowly. As simple as that! 

“Okay .. . But the gold.” 

“TJ thought then that this was why. Ernst had been killed 
and why there had been all this trouble. I didn’t really need 
the money from it: I wouldn’t know what to do with all 
that money..So, to prevent further trouble, I hired. a taxi, 
took the trunk down to the Quai and pushed it inta the 
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lake. It sank like a stone. I felt better about it then, but I 
thought that Hank Cameron would not like what I had done, 
‘so I booked a seat on the plane to Lorne.” 

I stared at her incredulously. “You really did that?” 

._ “Of course...” she said, sounding puzzled that I ques- 
tioned her story. “Why? Is something wrong, Carl?” 

‘ I laughed, really laughed, for the first time in days. 

-“No baby, nothing’s wrong. But you won’t be flying out 
of Zurich tonight: There’s a lot of explaining to be done and 
the police will want to know just where you dropped the 
trunk into the lake.” 

“I. see,” she said slowly, seeing about as much as poor 
blind Freddy in a fog. “But I do not like police, Carl. They 
frighten me.” 

I slipped my arm about her waist. 

“They don’t frighten me, baby. And. if you stick with 
me, I won’t let ’em frighten you. What do you say?” - 

She snuggled against me and found my lips with hers. 

I was gasping for breath when she pulled away. 

“That is what I say, Carl,” she smiled. “I will stick as 
close to you as a stamp to an envelope. ad : : 

And she did, too. 


THE END 





All characters in this story are imaginary ‘and any resemblance to real people, 
iving or dead, ts entirely coincidental; if any name used is that of a rea] person, 
living or dead, the use is inadvertent and is aot intended to refer to such person. 
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by 
CARL DEKKER ... IN ZURICH 


Having run through the back alleys of 
Zurich with half the city’s cops after me, 
and belted up the Badenerstrasse, brushing 
dust and potato peelings off my suit, I lost 
no time getting up to my apartment door. I 
used my key, slipped inside and started to 
let out a long breath of relief when some- 
thing smashed down on my head, and I 
gnawed a hole in the carpet with my front 
teeth. 

I came out of it slowly and giddily, and 
stared up into a scared white face. Soft 
hands were mopping my forehead with a wet 
towel; as I blinked into focus I saw it was 
Franca Podesta bending over me, and I was 
lying full length on the carpet in my living 
room. 

She leaned towards me again, lips parted, 
eyes worried. I looked at the low neckline 
and the coat of pink and white paint she 
was wearing, which, I guess, she laughingly 
called a well-fitting nylon dress. I closed my 
eyes again; that’s how bad I was feeling. 


“Carl . . . Cara mio!” she whispered. 
“Please, are you ‘all right? Please, Carl, say 
something!” 


“Who hit me?” I murmured. 

“T did, Carl; I thought someone was 
breaking in.” 

“You hit me?” I echoed. “What did you 
use? The sofa?” 

“No,” she answered simply, “a big vase, 
and your head smashed it. I suppose you will 
have to pay for it now.” 


